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Men— 

know the 
truth about 
yourself! 

T HE veil has been lifted — the truth 
has been told! 

You who have groped in darkness may 
now know the real facts about the vital 
personal problems that confront you, for 
Bernarr Macfadden has written a book 
that throws a blinding light upon the whole 
subject. 



MANHOOD AND MARRIAGE 


(A Fearless, Broadminded, Plain Speaking Discussion of a Big, Vital Problem) 


T HIS book is a fearless, ringing challenge to 
prudery and ignorance. It contains the fruits of 
Bernarr Macfadden's lifelong study of one of the big¬ 
gest problems confronting the young manhood of the 
world. In writing it he has dared condemnation 
to tell people what they really neotted to know about 
themselves. 

He has had to surmount extraordinary difficulties 
in the preparation of the book. Many of the topics 
discussed had never before appeared in a book in¬ 
tended for popular consumption. 

But the truth is mighty! It can neither be ignored 
or suppressed! There was an overwhelming need 
and demand for a fearless, plain-speaking book 
on sexology. The wall of ignorance that was wreck¬ 
ing millions of lives must be broken down! 

The book was written, published and placed on 
sale. Today in tens of thousands of homes this 
great work is one of the chief factors in promoting 
health, strength and happiness. 

The Truth About the Sex Question 

People have at last begun to realize that the immense importance of the 
"sex question" will no longer allow it to lx- hid away as a thing to he ashamed 
of. We are living in an age of plain thinking and frank speech. Subjects 
spoken of in whispers ten years past are now discussed freely over the lunch 
table. Why is it. then, that the most important question in the world—the 
question upon which the future of the human race depends—is kept a dark 
and mysterious secret? Why is it that so many young people are allowed to 
stumble along in blind ignorance, often wrecking not only their own lives, but 
lives of others as well, when it is so easy to teach them? Why? 
v Seeing the fearful misery everywhere about him. brought about by unfor- 
\ tunate marriages, separations, divorces, sickly children, and premature 

\ deaths. Bernarr Macfadden decided to kill forever the demon Ignorance 
which made these things possible. "Manhood and Marriage" is the 

\ result. 

“As One Good Friend to Another” 

\ It is far more than just a book. It is more than a course of 
.. __.\ instruction. Bernarr Macfadden himself lives in the pages he 
MACFADDEN' has written. His spirit is there. It is as if he were talking 
PUBLICATIONS \ to you as he would talk to his own younger brother. He 
, v does not preach. He does not theorize. He does not 

_ ' mince matters. Macfadden is first, last and always 

. , \ a man—a man who has lived the same life as you 

Macfadden Bids. ' have, who has undergone the same temptations. 

1*26 Bread war. New Tark Cty \ Straight from the shoulder, brass tacks, that 
V is what he gives you. and it is this plain- 
Please send me a copy of X spoken sincerity that has made his book 
"Manhood and Marriage" V a never-failing source of inspiration and 
under plain cover and I will > comfort to the thousands of men and 
pay the postman $3.00 plus \ women who owe to it their whole life's 
elivery charges upon reci ‘ 

If I do not feel that the 
is worth much more than the price V 
charged it is understood that I may '. 
return it in perfect condition within X 
five days after I receive it and every v 
cent of my money will be refunded 
immediately and without question. 


The Author’s 
Message 

"Manhood of a superior 
degree is of truly extraor¬ 
dinary value. It is an asset 
beyond price. Thousands 
of young men. and those 
that are not young, can be 
wonderfully benefited by 
carefully following the in¬ 
structions to be found in 
the pages of this volume. 
May it go out and carry its 
important truths to every 
human soul struggling for 
the light so sorely needed 
amid the pitfalls of life’s 
pathway." 

Bernarr Macfadden. 


better than any other class of people the terrible penalties 
paid each year bv those who err. owing to ignorance of tlie 
matters described in your book. I see instances frequently 
where a little common sense and plain talk would have 
saved suffering and disgrace. I approve of all you have said 
and wish you success in helping overcome the ignorance of 
prudishness.”— F. S. Goodrich. D. D. 

"I have read your new book entitled ‘Manhood and Mar¬ 
riage.’ I desire to express my appreciation of the work. I 
most heartily recommend your methods of treatment to all 
who are interested in the care and welfare of suffering human¬ 
ity." —John G. Speicher. M. D. 

"Your Manhood and Marriage deals with the most delicate 
subjects in a way which should offend no one and yet in a 
way which satisfactorily explains the subjects considered. 
I approve of the book in every part and certainly wish you 
success in your 
endeavor to 
spread knowl¬ 
edge of thisna- 
turcandtoover- 
come the ignor¬ 
ance regarding 
all vital health 
questions." !•'. 

C. Gray. M. D. 


Read these Chapter 
—Headings— 


Name 


unqualified approval. Educa¬ 
tors. physicians and ministers 
join with the public in prais- 
ng it. Here are some 
typical letters that we 
have received. 
"Physicians know 

\ ■ — 


Send No Money 

This remarkable book, so 
new in scope, so Tresh in 
viewpoint, is crammed full 
of information neglected by 
old-fashioned sex hygiene. 
And so convinced are we of 
its almost priceless value, so 
sincerely do we feel that it 
should be in the hands of 
every man, that we offer to 
send it to you on approval. 

Send no money. Just /ill 
out the coupon and mail 
it and the book will be 
shipped promptly. When it 
comes, deposit the price of 
the book plus delivery 
charges with the postman. 
Then take five days to ex¬ 
amine it thoroughly. If at 
the end of that time you are 
not entirely satisfied with 
it in every way—if you are 
not ready to agree that the 
book is worth ten times 
its cost—just send it back 
to us and every cent of 
your money will be re¬ 
funded immediately without 
question. 


The Importance of Viriltiy 
Am I a Complete Man? 

Is Marraige a Necessity? 

The Age to Marry 
Selecting a Wife 
Love Making and Its Dangers 
Establishing the Intimate Relations 
of Marriage 

Marital Mistakes and Excesses 
Regulating Marital Intimacies 
Should Husband and Wife Occupy 
Separate Beds? 

Conserving Love—The Basis of 
Marital Happiness 

Should Husbands be Present at 
Childbirth? 

Are Children Always Desirable? 

The Crime of Abortion 
Divorce Physiologically Considered 
Can a Wrecked Marriage Be Re¬ 
claimed? 

The Erring Wife 

Jealousy—The Green-Eyed Monster 

Quarreling and Making Up 

Sowing Wild Oats 

How Virility is Destroyed 

The Truth About Masturbation 

Seminal Losses 

The Plain Facts About Varicocele 
The Troublesome Prostate Gland 
Impotence and Allied Sexual Weak¬ 
nesses 
Sterility 

How to Build Virility 
Exercises for Building Virility 
Foods that Help to Build Virile 

-Their Home Treat¬ 
ment 

The Prevention of Venereal Disease 
Various Problems of Young Men 


\ 


\ MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc. 

\ Dept. TD7, Macfadden Building, 1926 Broadway, New York City 
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$2500 Reward! 

For the Capture of An Unknown Man 


PARTIAL LIST 
Graduates U. of A. 8. 
Recently appointed 
Finger Print Ex¬ 
perts of these 
States, Cities and 
Institutions. 
Bute of lows 
Bute of Idaho 
Btate of Colorado 
8t. Paul. Minn. 
Columbus. Ohio 
Detroit. Mich. 
Pittsburgh, Pa 
Great Falls. Mont. 
Idaho Falla, Idaho 
East Lansing. Mich. 


El l’aso. Texas 
Galveston, Texas 
Houston, Texas 
Lincoln. Nebr. 
Everett. Wash. 
Ogden. Utah 
Butte. Mont. 
Pueblo, Colo. 
Albany County Peniten- 


__ [tiary 

WUkes Barrs. Pa. 
Livingston, Mont. 


Pensacola. Fla. 
Fort Collins, Colo. 
Calgary. Ala., Canada 
Indiana Reformatory 
Jeffersonville. Ind. 
House of Correction 
New Haven, Conn. 
Birmingham, Ala. 
St. Joseph, Mo. 
Marquette. Mich. 
Waterloo, Iowa 


Twice he had entered the St Clair Mansion. 
What was he after? Who? What was in 
danger? 

Bertdau, the famous detective, had warned St. Clair 

that the mysterious marauder would come again. 
And now—a noise in the passage! The creak of an 
opening door. A shot in the dark! A capture! 
la this wounded stranger the mysterious intruder? Who 
could tell? Yet Berteau identified the man without 
hesitation and won the 12500 reward. 

How did he do it? Easy enough for the Finger Print 
Expert. He is the specialist, the leader, the cream of 
detectives. Every day's paper tells their wonderful 
exploits in solving mysterious * crimes and convicting 
dangerous criminals* 


Course in 


More Trained Men Needed 

The demand for trained men by governments, states, 
cities, detective agencies, corporations, and private 
bureaus is becoming greater every day. Here is a real 
opportunity for YOuT Can you imagine a more fasci¬ 
nating line of work than this? Often life and death 
depend upon finger print evidence—and big rewards 
go to the exp' rt. Many experts can earn regularly 
from $3,000 to $10,000 per year. 

Learn at Home in Spare Time 

And now you can learn the secrets of this science at 
home in your spare time. Any man with common 
school education and average ability can become a 
Finger Print Detective in a surprisingly short time. 

FREE 


For a limited time we are making a special offer of a 
profeseional Finger Print Outfit , absolutely Free, 
and Free Coaree in Secret Servica Intelligence. 
Mastery of these two kindred professions will open a 
brilliant career for you. 

Write quickly for folly illustrated free book on Finger Prints 
which explains this wonderful training in detail. Don’t wait until 
this offer haa expired mail the coupon now. You may never eee 
this announcement again! You assume no obligation—you have 
everything to gain and nothing to lose. Write at once—address 

University of Applied Science 

Dept. B-143 1920 Sunnysidc Avc., Chicago, Illinois 


UNIVERSITY OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
Dept. B-143, 1920 Sunnyslde Ave., Chicago, Illinois 

Gentlemen!—Without any obligation whatever, aend ms your 
new, fully illustrated, FREE book on Finger Prints and your 
offer of a FREE course in Secret Service Intelligence and the 
Free Professional Finger Print Outfit. 


Street Address. 


City and State. 
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FREE RAILROAD FARE 


Learn Electricity In the Great Shops o£ 


In 12 
Weeks 
Earn 
$60 
to 

$200 a 
Week 



C 

O 

Y 

N 

E 


Not by Correspondence—ALL PRACTICAL WORK at Coyne 


M AKE this the most profitable and enjoyable summer of 
your life. Come to Chicago, on beautiful Lake Michigan, 
the greatest Summer Resort City in the country and the 
Greatest Electrical Center in the World. Twelve weeks from 
now you can be an Electrical Expert no matter what you are 
doing today. 1 stake my reputation and that of the great 


Million Dollar Institution I head, with its 27 years of honest 
successful methods. I have started thousands of men, young 
and old, on the road to real success and happiness. I can do 
the same for you. I’ll pay your Railroad Fare from any place 
in the United States. Clip Coupon NOW for Full Particulars, 
and for my Big, New, Free Book. 



Learn In Chicago, fcfiae 
Electrical Center of 

the WorUfll Master Elcctricitvright 
lnc ** WilW :n the E)ectrical Ccntcr 

of the World. You see everything Electrical 
here. Along with my Shop Training you visit 
the big industrial organizations and power 
plants—vou see the greatest electrical plants 
in the world. 

Great Summer Resort City 

Chicago on beautiful Lake Michigan isthc Nation's 
Summer Playground. Free Bathing Beaches. Beau¬ 
tiful Parks. Excursion Boat s and the great M unici pal 
Pier. Zoos. Ball Parks. The daylight saving plan 
makes it possible for you to enjoy all this. And still 
have plenty of time for your electrical education. 


Complete Electrical Training in Twelve Weeks 

Get my Free Book. Sec how I train have had. or what kind of work 
you for the Big Jobs in Electricity you are doing now. I'llmakeyou 
by actual work on the largest out- an Electrical Expert through the 
layof Electrical Machinery in any Coyne LEARN-B Y-DOING 
school in thecountry. Everything METHOD! I have done it for 
fromDoorbelltoPowcrPlants.Evcry- thousands. I will do it for you. 

Send for my Big Free Book. See 
how great the demand for Coyne- 
Trained Electrical Experts. 

Earn While Yon Learn 

My Employment Department 
helps you get a job to earn a good 

SPECIAL Send Coupon NOW for My Big, New 
FREE Book 

Right now I am making the greatest offer ever made 
by a Practical Training Institution. Even if you are 
not planning on coming right now don’t delay a single 
minute. Send coupon right away for full details. No 
obligation at all. Remember Coyne is a School with 
an established reputation. Endorsed by Electrical In¬ 
dustry. Backed by over ^.Quarter of a Century of Suc¬ 
cess. You owe it to yourself to investigate. Act now! 


thing to make you an Electrical Ex¬ 
pert, ready to step right intoa jjosition 
paying from $60 to $200 a week. 

Experience, Education 
Not Needed 

It makes no difference how little 
Education or Experience you 


part of your expenses and assists 
you to a good job on graduation 
and this great organization will 
always be behind you. 

Hear Coyne on the Air— 
WGCS 250 Meters 

Hear the Coyne Radio Station. On 
Tuesday. June 16th and June 23rd 
at 10.30 p. m. (daylight saving time— 
9.30p.m. Central Standard Time), Mr. 
H. C. Lewis will speak from this sta- 


CFFER 


Your 


Railroad 


Fare! 


H.C. LEWIS 
President 


COYNE 


ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 

Dept. 6 ao-B, 1900-10 W. Harrison St., CHICAGO, ILL. 


Auto 

Courses 

Included 

FREE! 

I’ll pay your 
Railroad fare 
to Chicago 
from any 
place in the 
U. S. if you act 

a uick. And 
ght now I 
am including 
absolutely 
free of extra 
charge my 
complete Ra¬ 
dio Course and 
Auto, Truck 
and Tractor 
Electricity. 
Clip Coupon 
Now. 


MAIL THIS COUPON! 


H. C. LEWIS, President 
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 
1100-10 W. Harrison St., 

Dept. 6X0-B, Chicago, Illinois 

Dear H. C.—I sure want one of those big handsome 
12x15 books, with 151 actual photographs printed in 
two colors. Send it quick. I’ll be looking for it on 
the next mail. I want the facts without placing me 
under any obligation. Be sure and tell me all about 
the Free Railroad Fare and Two Free Courses. 


Address 
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„ i-ini neat ) 

Give 

You 4 ■*' 

Electrical 

Outfits! 

With this complete 
valuable equipment 
which I send yon 
without extra charge. 
you can master Klectrl- ” 
cal principles and practice 


fa#p 3 s^$ss 

Address... . 


or monei) 
^ refunded 


If you are now earn¬ 
ing less than $40 a week, 

enroll for my home training in Klcctricity and I will guar¬ 
antee you a permanent, satisfactory job after you finish- 
guarantee you at least 50% more pay—or refund every 
cent of your monev. I give you this written guarantee 
because my training actually makes you an Electrical 
Expert. The AMERICAN SCHOOL stands back of 
this guarantee with resources of over a million dollars. 

1 S 60 to s 200 a week for 

Electrical Experts! 

E 
P 

How Does American School Back Its Graduates? 

I will help you at every step—help you master the training, 
help you apply the early lessons in spare-time work; find 
you a good Electrical position when you graduate, and 
help you make good in it and advance to a better one. 
With the American School back of you, you are bound 
to succeed in the great Electrical business. 


Enormous demand for all-around Electrical Experts as Power 
Plant Superintendents, Chief Electricians, Foremen of Construc¬ 
tion, Electrical Draftsmen, Radio Engineers, etc. GO INTO 
ELECTRICITY—the business of a Million Opportunities. While 
you’re at it, while you’re spending time and money to be a 
success, train for the big-pay Boss jobs in the world’s fastest 
growing industry. 


More and Better Home-Training! 

my traini "g. applied 

ELECTRICITY, I cover all the ground usually 
found in home-study courses. The rest, in the 
second half, is Electrical Engineering subjects, 
giving you double the quantity of instruction 
and preparing you for the BIG PAY jobs. My 
training includes Electrical Drafting, Automotive 

Electricity and the business end, too. Low tuition and easy monthly payments. 

VYHat is “JOB METHOD”? Write Me AT ONCE! 

k 1 “, mb ‘ ne . home *training, practi- Don’t enroll for any home-training „ n »n 


cal experience and money-mak 
mg in a new way. I call my 
system of instruction the 
“Job-Method.” You will 


Electrical principles 

way I explain them._ 

you can make this train- 
ms pay for itself. 


And 


Engineer Dunlap and 
22 ElectricalEngineers 

This is no one-man. one-idea 
school. 22 famous Engineers 
and Executives of the follow¬ 
ing great corporations and 
universities helped me make 
I innhip-t raining completeand 


Co. 

3. Crocker-Wheeler Co. 

4. Cutler-Hammer Mfg. Co. 
B. American Telephone A 

Telegraph Co. 

6. Westln^houso Electric A 

7. Western°Electrlo Co. 

8. Underwriters Labora¬ 

tories, I no. 

9. Columbia University 


10. Dartmouth College 

11. Massachusetts Institute 

of Technology 

12. Lehigh University 

13. University of Vermont 

14. Armour Institute of 

Technology 

16. University of Kansas 

AND MANY 
OTHERS 


, , &r }y home-training until 

EM* ! 2? Jnh-ond-raise guarantee-- 


until you gd mv sensational offer,* Compo^ 
wtt " ° ,hers —compare „iy training 

double-quick time. Mai! coupo^fo“fw boot 
surprise offers and complete information. bw>k * 

CHIEF ENGINEER DUNLAP 

American School 

Drexel Ave. and 58th St., CHICAGO 
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THIS MONTH’S 
CONTRIBUTORS 


“RATTLESNAKE JOE” 

is one of the few remaining char¬ 
acters of the old West. When 
Custer still led his troopers un¬ 
defeated, when trains were un¬ 
heard of, when the buffalo roamed 
the vast plains of Colorado and 
points west, Rattlesnake Joe 
earned a precarious living with a 
box of snakes. He made bets 
with any and all, at any odds, that 
no man would hold a finger against 
a glass in the snake box for a 
minute. Some courageous soul 
haying made a bet and placed a 
finger on the glass, Joe would roil 
his rattlers with a tiny stick. 
When the snake was poised to 
strike, invariably the courageous 
one would draw away, thinking 
that this might be the one time that 
the snake would strike and the 
glass would break. In drawing 
away, Joe won the bet. 

PRESTON LANGLEY 
HICKEY 

a newspaper man, on leave of ab¬ 
sence from the Minneapolis News 
during 1918, went to the oil-fields 
of Texas as a publicity expert for 
the United States Government. 
There he met Rattlesnake Joe, and 
in an isolated cabin midst desolate 
surroundings, Joe unfolded the 
rare and harrowing tale retold here 
in “The Man-Eater of Colorado.” 

FRANK NOUNAN 

refused to be blinded by first ap¬ 
pearances. A news gatherer in 
Comstock. Michigan, to write the 
story of a furnace murder for his 
paper, he pieced together varying 
strands of clues that pointed con¬ 
clusively to the guilt of a boy 
charged with his own mother’s 
murder. Nounan’s trained obser¬ 
vation and nimble wit succeeded in 
stripping the veil away from a 
gruesome conspiracy of love and 
death. 

THOMAS M. TATUM 

Superintendent. Bureau of Identi¬ 
fication, Police Department, Little 
Rock, Arkansas, was awarded first 
prize by the Finger Print and 
Identification Magazine of 
Chicago, for the facts in sensa¬ 
tional investigations, which facts 
were to be presented to the public 
in story form. “Four Shots,” the 
(Continued on page 6) 
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and it’s YOURS 

The Greatest Typewriter Bargain Ever Offered 

Right now we are making you the greatest typewriter offer you ever 
dreamed of—an eye opener. This wonderful standard Shipman-Ward 
Rebuilt Underwood only $3.00 down. Ten days’ free trial and the 
easiest monthly payments, shipped direct to you from our big factory. 


Ten Days’ Free Trial 

Yes, only $3.00 puts down this genuine 
late model Shipman-Ward Rebuilt 
Underwood in your home. You can 
try it, test it, and then decide. See for 
yourself how new it is, how it writes. 
You must be satisfied. Your $3.00 un¬ 
conditionally returned if at the end of 
ten days you are not satisfied. The entire 
transaction will not cost you one cent. 

EASY Payments 

Little more than rental. Balance of pay¬ 
ments so small you will hardly notice 
them, while you enjoy the use of this 
wonderful machine. You don’t have 
to scrimp and save to pay cash. All 
at a big saving to you. 

Five Year Guarantee 

With every typewriter we give a writ¬ 
ten guarantee. These machines are 
rebuilt like new by the famous SHIP- 
MAN-WARD PROCESS. Equipped 
with late improvements. You can’t tell 
them from a new machine. The world’s 
standard typewriter, the same models 
as sold by the Underwood Typewriter 
Company today, at a big saving to 
you. Act now! Get this splendid of¬ 
fer and save money. 


From Factory to You 

These machines are shipped direct from 
our factory—the largest typewriter re¬ 
building plant in thp world. They are 
rebuilt by the famous SHIPMAN- 
WARD PROCESS. Developed 
through 30 years in the typewriter 
business. Through our money saving 
methods of rebuilding and elimination 
of a large expensive sales force we 
are able to make this wonderful money 
saving offer to you. ACT TODAY, take 
advantage of it and you will SAVE MONEY. 

ACT NOW! Mail this coupon today. 

Free Book of Facts 

Write for this free book of facts explain¬ 
ing Shipman-Ward’s wonderful system 
of rebuilding typewriters. We show you 
exactly how it’s done. How you are able 
to buy them. Complete and valuable 
information about the typewriter indus¬ 
try, both instructive and educational. 

FREE Typewriter 

A complete course in touch typewrit¬ 
ing. You don’t have to know how to 
operate a typewriter. You can learn 
to operate this machine in one day. We 
also give free a wateiproof cover and 
all tools that come with a typewriter. 


SHIPMAN-WARD MFG. CO. 

3402 Shipman Bldg., Montrose and Ravenswood Aves., Chicago 



All Shipments made direct to you from 
our modem factory—the largest type¬ 
writer rebuilding plant in the world. 


FREE BOOK COUPON 


SHIPMAN-WARD MFG. CO. 

3402 Shipman Bldg. 

Montrose and Ravenswood Aves. 
CHICAGO 

Send by return mail your r wonderful offer of 
Shipman-Ward Standard Rebuilt Underwood,also 
your book of facts. (This is not an order and 
does not obligate me in any way.) 


Name. 

Street or R. F. D. No. 

Post Office.State. 
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“The Heautu °f V$nus" 


A CERTAIN young lady (name on 
request) came to us with a most 
distressing problem. Only one who has 
l>een similarly tortured by doubts and 
fears can appreciate the courage it took 
to seek aid in so delicate a matter. But 
in a short time she, too, learned that 
Nature, if scientifically encouraged will 
not be thwarted. Perfect physical de¬ 
velopment, a classic bust —the beauty of 
Venus —are most certainly within reach. 

"DEAD the intimate, true story of how 
TV s he had almost despaired, how she 
decided to encourage Nature’s work, how 
she won the happiness that comes with 
woman’s birthright! 

T HIS fascinating account is free. The 
coupon will bring it quickly. 

THE OLIVE COMPANY 

Clarinda Iowa 



i- i 

| THE OLIVE COMPANY. Dept. M. | 

| Clarinda. Iowa. 

I I am interested in the story you mention. You I 
1 may send it to me in plain sealtd wrapper. This ■ 
| places me under no obligation. [ 

J Name._................................. | 

| Address_____..._...................... | 



FRECKLES! 


Quickly disappear when Dr. C. H. Berry s Frec¬ 
kle Ointment is used. One jar of this fragrant 
snow-white cream is usually sufficient to r move 
the most stubborn freckles. Ear.ily applied. Keeps 
skin clear and soft. Price 65c and $1.25. Send for 
free Beauty Booklet. 

DR. C. H. BERRY CO., 2975 Michigan Ava., CHICAGO 


BOW LEGS? 

Our Onrter (pal’d) 

Makes Trousers Hang Straight 

Ifl.ega It oixl I n or Out 
Nr If Ariliiktuhle 
It Holds Hoi T|»-Nhirt Howl 

Not a “Form” or “Harness” 

No Metal Springs 

Free Booklet—Plain Sealed Envelope 

THE T. GARTER CO. 

Dept. ID NEW LONDON, NEW HAMP. 


No More Fat; Wash It Away 
With La-Mar Reducing Soap 

New Discovery Brings Quick and Amazing Results 
and Shrinks the Skin, Keeping It Free 
From Telltale Wrinkles 

What will reduce me and make me thin? Science answers 
this question with La-Mar Reducing Soap, a new discovery 
that reduces any part of the body without affecting other 
parts. Nothing internal to take. No dieting or exercises. 
You simply wash your fat away without changing your reg¬ 
ular routine. It acts like magic in reducing double chin, ab¬ 
domen, ungainly ankles, fat wrists, arms, shoulders, large 
breasts or superfluous flesh on any part of the body. 

Fat is a needless burden, over-taxing the heart, causing 
high blood pressure and hardening of the arteries. And who 
ever saw a double chin that was beautiful or excessive fat 
that was becoming? Fat is fatal alike to beauty and to 
health. La-Mar Reducing soap washes it away and shrinks 
the skin, leaving it free from flabbiness and telltale wrinkles. 
Sold direct to you by mail, postpaid on a money-back guar¬ 
antee. Price 50c a cake or three cakes for $1.00—enough 
usually to accomplish its purpose. Order today and begin to 
reduce. You will be surprised at the results. 

„ LA-MAR LABORATORIES 

613-C Perry.Payoe Building, Cleveland, Ohie 



THIS MONTH’S 
CONTRIBUTORS 

(Continued from page 4) 

story written from data he sup¬ 
plied, appears here because of the 
wider appeal of True Detective 
Mysteries. This magazine, and 
consequently you, have been ex¬ 
tremely fortunate in securing 
Superintendent Tatum’s stopr. 
The second and third prize stories 
of this contest will follow in is¬ 
sues soon to appear on the news¬ 
stands. 

“NEIL JENNINGS” 

is a private investigator, a rare 
type of sleuth who can be called 
upon to render efficient service on 
any variety of case. He is a col¬ 
lege graduate, and speaks several 
languages. He took up police 
work for pure love of the game. 
Beginning at the bottom as a 
small-town detective, he advanced 
through the various grades until 
he became sufficiently clever to en¬ 
ter the Secret Service. Before re¬ 
tiring from government work to 
go into business for himself, he 
covered several diplomatic mis¬ 
sions abroad. He knows worth¬ 
while persons everywhere. His 
successes have stamped him as a 
born policeman. 

EUSTACHE ROPS 

the celebrated French detective, 
writes us that, following the re¬ 
markable Venezuelan case he de¬ 
scribes in this issue, he was called 
to London on a singular and con¬ 
fidential mission. His investiga¬ 
tion took him from Soho to 
Limehouse, and many of the clues 
he picked up in those sordid 
quarters pointed to a crime that 
had been hatched in the fashion¬ 
able West End.' Rops promises to 
write this story, “when it can be 
told.” Judging from his past per¬ 
formances, his London adventure 
should be a thriller. 

“TOPEKA JOHNNY” 

now enjoys a respected position in 
society. Though he touched the 
depths of the underworld pit, he 
has fought back to a place worthy 
of his ability and character. “Out 
of Hell,” is the true experience of 
a man who shared the daily round 
with him behind prison walls. 


In future issues of True Detective 
Mysteries Magazine you will find 
more of Topeka Johnny’s accounts of 
hair-raising jail-breaks. His own es¬ 
cape from Tennessee’s State penal in¬ 
stitution tops the list for daring. 
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One Ihousand Per Cent 
Dividends in Five Years 



Bernarr Macfadden 


If You Had Invested $1000 
In Shares In Macfadden 
Publications During 1919 

Dividend Dates Rate Amount 

Jan., 1920 10% $ 100.00 c 

Jan., 1920 100% 1,000.00s* 


June, 1920 

5% on $2,000 

100.00 c 

Dec., 1920 

s% 

100.00 c 

June, 1921 . 

S% 

100.00 c 

Dec., 1921 

S% 

100.00 c 

June, 1922. 

8% 

100.00 c 

Dec., 1922 

7% 

140.00 c 

June, 1923 

10% 

200.00 c 

Dec., 1923 

10% 

200.00 c 

June, 1924 

10% 

200.00 c 

Dec., 1924. 

. 400% on $2,000 

8,000.00 s 

Total Stock Dividends Paid 
$9,000.00 


Total Cash Dividends Paid 
$1,340.00 



Total Dividends 

$10,340.00 

Original Investment in 1919 

$1,000.00 - 

$11,340.00 

c—cash dividend 
s—stock dividend 

"Issued to stockholders of record, as 
of Sept. 30, 1919. 

A STOCKHOLDER who in¬ 
vested $1,000 prior to the re¬ 
capitalization in 1919, received 
200 shares of stock, par value 
$5.00 per share. In five years, his 
stock holdings have increased 
through dividends to 2,000 shares 
of Stock, par value $5.00 each, 
and $1,340 in cash, making a 
total of $11,340.00. 


In 1923 the Macfadden Publications, Inc., did a gross business of $4,664,- 
100.00. In 1924 it did a gross business of $8,866,800.00—an increase in a 
single year of $4,202,700.00. 

Until December of 1924 the Macfadden Publications, Inc., was capitalized 
at only $ 1 , 000 , 000 . 00 , an amount grossly inadequate for a business of that 
size. 

A recapitalization was imperative. 

Accordingly, last December, I set in motion the proper machinery to 
bring it about, making arrangements at the same time to include within the 
holdings of Macfadden Publications, Inc., the New York Evening Graphic, 
whose spectacular rise in a period of six months has proved a source of 
amazement to newspaper men the country over. 

Today, Macfadden Publications, Inc., is a ten million dollar corporation. 

You will agree that a S 10 , 000,000 capitalization of a business as large and 
growing as rapidly as the Macfadden publishing interests is conservative, 
more conservative, perhaps, than conditions warrant. But I have never 
capitalized the future and will not begin now. I have always been content to 
capitalize the present and recapitalize when honest growth made such action 
necessary. 

This policy has worked out admirably in the past as you will see by glanc¬ 
ing at the adjoining dividend table, and I have no present intention of chang¬ 
ing it in the future, for as I have always said, a large body of enthusiastic 
shareholders is the best advertisement in the world. 


A Limited Number oE Shares Available 
to Readers of Macfadden Magazines 

The present $ 10 , 000,000 capitalization consists of 2 , 000,000 shares of common 
stock with a par value of $ 5.00 per share, fully paid and non-assessable. There 
are no bonds or preferred stock. 

In accordance with my regular policy, I have placed on public sale a block of 
these newly authorized shares. Due to the great demand on the part of the present 
shareholders for the new stock, the quantity available to the public will probably not 
last long. While it lasts it will be allotted in the order in which requests are received. 
Naturally I prefer to see it purchased by the readers of Macfadden magazines whose 
loyal patronage has made the great Macfadden organization possible. 

This is not a solicitation for the purchase of shares. Rather it is an invitation to 
those who so desire to become financially interested in the Macfadden publishing 
activities. Twice in the past I have made similar offers. Each time the amount was 
over-subscribed. I have every reason to believe that history will repeat itself in 
the present instance. • 

Send for This Big New Prospectus 

I have published a sixteen page prospectus in which the financial history’ of Mac¬ 
fadden Publications, Inc., is fully set forth. If you are looking for a promising in¬ 
vestment you will be much interested in reading it. In it you can follow the de¬ 
velopment of this great business step by step, magazine by magazine. It is the 
story of an amazing success told in terms of data and figures so that you may analyze 
them and see for yourself the tremendous future which, according to every indication, 
is in store for this great publishing business. I shall be glad to send you a copy upon 
request. A coupon is provided for your convenience. 




A! applications for shares in 
Macfadden Publications Incorpo¬ 
rated, or inquiries regarding the 
purchase of such shares must be 
addressed to me at 1926 Broadway, 
York City. No shares will be 
•old by me, nor will payment for 
same be accepted at any other ad¬ 
dress. 


BERNARR MACFADDEN, Macfadden Bldg., 192$ Broadway, New York City (T. D. M.-Q) 
ra £ l ^e prospectus giving full information regarding the purchase of shares in 

the Macfadden Publications, Inc. It is understood that this obligates ine in no manner.whatsoever. 


Name.. 
Address. 



State. 
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gponj Fans 

Read This and Thrill 


If you are a red-blooded man or woman who thrills to the lure of the out-of- 
doors, the contents of Sportlife for July will set your pulse racing. The July 
contents schedule follows—read it by all means 

Camping 






Fishing 

Fisherman’s Luck —a glorious fishing story in 
which Edgar Forrest Wolfe, master outdoors 
man takes you into the heart of the most superb 
trout country the Canadian wilds have to offer. 

A Foot Race With a Fish —how the record 
salmon of New Brunswick was caught. 

Where the Red Gods Call —a fishing story told 
in 8 pages of gorgeous roto. 

Bill Vogt—Champion Fly Caster —and some of 
the unbelievable things he does with a fly rod. 

Angling Department — 

Baseball 

A Prophet Without Honor —an intimate account 
of how baseball stars are discovered. 

The Son of Sebastian —regarding "Hack” Miller 
of the Chicago Nationals. 

When Moskowita Lost His Hop —a splendid 
baseball fiction story. 

From Baseball to Congress— how the fans of 
Charlotte, N. C., sent their baseball hero to 
Congress. 

Hitting Bottom and Bouncing Back —Jack Dunn 
of Baltimore—wholesaler of baseball stars. 

Fodder for the Fans —(Baseball Department). 

Golf 

Siege Guns of Golf —an interesting and enlight¬ 
ening discussion of long drives in golf. 

The Golf Widow Speaks —a “golf widow” be¬ 
came her husband’s welcome "golf pal.” 

Flying 

Two Wings of Adventure — 

Hunting 

On the Tiger Trail —by Captain George Hagen 
Knowles. Thrilling adventures in hunting the 
man-eating Bengal tiger in India. 

Sportlife is now a member of the powerful "Macfadden Group.” How well 
it will cover the field of sports you can judge from the outline of contents of 
the July issue which you have just read. 


Getting Ready for That Canoe Trip —ideas, in¬ 
structions and advice. 

The Place to Go —for the best fishing, shooting, 
canoe trips and vacationing. 

Auto Camps and Tours — 

Athletics 

Mister Dan O’Connor —the story of an old 
quarry hole that has turned out a long list of 
expert swimmers. 

This Girl Won Health and Athletic Titles— 
physically poorly equipped she became Olympian 
and National champion in a number of sports. 

The Ring 

The Missing Punch—and Judy —how a fighter 
lost his punch and where he found it 

Billiards 

Father and Son Who Grew Too Good for the 
Game —the story of the Jake Schaefers, for 
whom billiards had to be made over. 

Billiard Department — 

Miscellaneous 

My Own Story —by "Ozark” Ripley, nationally 
known outdoors man who has served as guide 
for James Oliver Curwood, Emerson Hough, 
and other famous writers. 

An Unique Relay Race —among the Pueblo 
Indians. 

The Woman from Texas —and other famous 
woman shooting stars. 

Sportorial — editorials—cartoons 
Outdoors 
Fur farming 
Bowling 
Guns 

Ammunition 


It is doubtful if 


you can read that wealth of subject material without 
ib of response to many of the stories and articles 


No future issue will contain less, many will contain more, timely, 
interesting inclusive. Don’t miss Sportlife 
for July or any subsequent issue. It is the 
most complete and charming sports magazine 
to be had at any price. At the nearest news¬ 
stand 25c, or use the coupon. 



ortlife 



OUT JUNE 20th 


MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS. Inc., Dept. T. D. 7 
64th Street and Broadway. New York City 

I want to take advantage of your Special Offer. I encloae 
$1.00. for which please enter my name on your mailing list 
to receive 5 Issues of Sportlife. beginning with the July 
number. 

(If you prefer to examine the magazine before subscribing, 
simply mail us 2f cents and see w lU send you one copy of the 
July tssue at once.) 


Street. 

City... 
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ldctour Own Sport 

Make you a Champ 


Coach 
in 28 
Sports 



I have the big- ; 
gest list of cham- » 
pions to my credit 
of any coach in the 
world. Some of 
these champs at 
first seemed hopeless 
to themselves and 
others. Yet, after I 
took them in hand, 
they became world 
beaters. Why? 
tell you the reason. I v 
don’t try to change a \* 
man’s natural style, or 
nag him about what not \v 
to do. I let him follow his V 
own individual style and 
tell him what he should do. 
Regardless of what athletic 
sport it is, I know how to get 
best results. 

Pep Up 

I don't just de- 
•lop you io U,at 


28 
Champs 
to My Credit 

helped. Look them 
over. Many are in¬ 
ternationally famous: 
Charles Daniels. 
World's Champion 
Swimmer. 

Harry V. Babcock, 

Captain Columbia Uni¬ 
versity and World's 
Champion Pole Vaster. 

Harold Milbank, In¬ 
ter - collegiate Wrest¬ 
ling Champion. Vale 

Ned Butler, Inter¬ 
collegiate Gymnastic 
Champion, Yale Uni¬ 
versity. 

Rosa and Stephen 
McClave, Princeton 


Inter-scholastic World’s 
Junior Record Holder 
100 yards, 10 seconds. 

Alick McKenzie, In¬ 
ter-collegiate and Intcr- 
scholastic Half and 
Two-Mile Champion. 

J. T. Ellingwood, 
Inter - scholastic 440, 
Half and Miler anti 
Member of New York 
Athletic Club. 

Richard Euatis. 
Member of Weslin Uni¬ 
versity. Football Cap- 
' former Coach. 


My System Never Fails 

Ask Charles M. Daniels, champion 
swimmer; Tim Jordan, famous 
home-run hitter; Harry Bab¬ 
cock, world's champion pole 
vaulter. and a long list of 
others. They will all tell 
you that they have"Doc 
Seixas” to thank for 
their medals and suc¬ 
cess. What I have 
done for others I 
can do for you, 
and I guaran¬ 
tee to do it. 



Rush 
Coupon 
for 

FREE BOOK 


I Dept. 7142; 1920 Broadway, New York. 

| Without obligation send Free Booklet—“I Make Champs." 
j I am interested in sport checked. (For other sports, write in 
I margin.) 




Send no money. Fill in coupon and check 
sport you are interested in. Receive free my 
booklet which gives full particulars. Train 
secretly at home if you wish, and surprise 
your friends. I handle each student per¬ 
sonally. You will be surprised how much I 
give for very little money. Write for your 
booklet now. Do it this minute before you 
forget. 

Seixas Athletic Systems, Inc. 

Dept. 7142, 1920 Broadway, New York 


□ Baseball 

□ Basketball 

□ Boxing 

□ Fancy Diving 

□ Football 

□ Golf 

□ Hockey 

□ Prize Fighting 
Field Athletics 

□ Discus 


□ Hammer 

□ Javelin 

□ Shot Put 

□ Broad Jump 

□ High Jump 

□ Pole Vault 
Track Athletics 

□ Cross Country 

□ Dashes 

□ 1 & 2 Mile 


□ Marathon 

□ High Hurdles 

□ Low Hurdles 

□ Fancy Skating 

□ Speed Skating 

□ Swimming 

□ SpeedSwimming 

□ Tennis 

□ Tumbling 

□ Wrestling 


Name... 

Address. 

City...State. 
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The Shorter Route to Success 



Advancement Rapid 
by the LaSalle 
Salary Doubling Plan 


If while you read this page a thousand 
men should march in front of you—pay- 
envelopes in hand—and each should say: 
“You are looking for a way to increase 

K ur earnings—quickly. But we are not 
>king. We have found the way, and 
here’s the evidence”— 

If you could actually see and talk with 
these men—and not just a thousand, but 
many, many thousand— 

You’d demand their secret, even if you 
had to hold them up to get it —and you’d put 
their method into action, without an hour’s 
delay! 

From $15 a Week to 
$20,000 a Year 

Is there a shorter route to success? Is 
there a well-charted plan of action which can 
be depended on to increase one’s earnings? 

Consider the experience of L. A. M. 
Lewis, an Ohio man, who writes: 

“Nineteen months ago I was a stenog¬ 
rapher with a stenographer’s salary and a 
vague idea that I wanted to know more 
about my work. Today—thanks to your 
course in Modem Business Correspondence 
—I have a department of my own in which 
I handle the work I used to take in dicta¬ 
tion, with a 75 per cent increase in salary. 
The whole field of business has been opened 
to me, and my aims have gone higher and 
higher. Lately I have had an offer from the 


sales manager to repre¬ 
sent the company on the 
road. It’s the biggest 
thing that has come my 
way, and it’s the result of 
LaSalle training.” 

Is there a shorter route to 
success? 

A. V. McDuffie, a North 
Carolina man, will tell you that 
there certainly is. —But read his story. 

McDuffie started as a clerk in a groceiy 
store at $15 a week. His education and ad¬ 
vantages had been limited. He had a wife 
and little daughter to support. 

Refusing, however, to be disheartened 
at his financial straits, he enrolled for 
LaSalle training in Higher Accountancy, 
and within a comparatively short time had 
advanced to an accounting position paying 
$75 a week. 

His ambition was to be a Certified Pub¬ 
lic Accountant. A few years pass, and the 
next that is heard of McDuffie, he has 
purchased a half-interest in an independent 
firm of Certified Public Accountants, and 
he writes to LaSalle that his average in¬ 
come, even in dull years, is better than 
$10,000 a year. 

Less than two years later, McDuffie is 
head of this firm (having bought his partner 
out), has twenty-seven men in his employ, 
and commands a yearly income of $20,000. 


With LaSalle-trained men promotion is the rule 
not the exception. During six months’ time as 
many as 1,248 Laballc members reported definite 
salary increases totalling $1,399,507. The average 
increase per man was 89 per cent. 

Send for Salary-Doubling Plan 
IPs FREE 

What price do you place upon success? Is it worth 
2c and two minutes pf your time to learn of a salary 
doubling Han that might save you years and years ol 
waiting—that might mean thousands and thousands 
of dollars to you in increased earnings? 

The coupon will bring you full details of this plan, 
without cost or obligation. Whether you adopt the 

E lan or not, the basic information it will place in your 
ands is of very real and definite value. And it’s fn*. 
Right now the shorter route to success is as near 
you as the point of your pencil. For the sake of • 
brighter future—ACT I 


LaSalle Extension University 


LaSALLE extension university 


The World*s Largest Business Training Institution 

~ CUP AND MAIL - 


□ Bu.ine.. Management: Training for I—M 

10,1 LJ‘ 


r . ... , . . . Dept. 788-R Chicago 

in the bu^ineaifie^ i* h^i , 3 ?iwl°L Ur ^ a P r ‘ doU A , , ing plan ’ toR ’, et .!'S. r wi ^ complete information regarding the opportunities 
in tne Business held I have checked below. Also a copy of “Ten Years’ Promotion in One,” all without obligation. 

I TrsfflcManagement - Foreignsnd I 1 Industrial Management Efficiency: 
DomeatlcjTraininjtfm-nosmonasRail- LjTraining for positions in Works Man- 
road or Industrial Traffic Manager, Rate agement, Production Control. Industrial 

□ Modern Salesmanship: Training for poll- Expert, Freight Solicitor, etc. Engineering, etc. 

*!°" " Sales Executive. Salesman. Sales (“l Railway Station Management: Train- d Personnel and Employment Manage 
U>ach or Trainer, Sale* Promotion Manager. LJing for position of Station Accountant l—Jment: Training in the position of Pi r- 
t?on« 1 in*rehUi r whoie*ai^ IC ' t0r '' , | n<l Caihier and Agent. Division Agent, etc. fonnel Manager, Industrial Relation* 

P] Higher Accountancy: Training forpoei- 
>— 1 Uon a* Auditor. Comptroller. Certified 
Public Accountant, Cost Accountant, etc. 

□ Law: Training for Bar; LL. B. Degree 
J~| Commercial Lawi 



Copy 

wiat—. 

Manager, Employment Manager, and f““1 Commercial Spanish: Training for 

position* relating to Employee Service. I_I i*>sition a* Foreign Correspondent with 

Spanish -speaking countries, 
f - 1 Effective Speaking: Training in the 
ceful. effective speech, for 
" ' Fraternal Leader*. 

SSR£2^ lS ^ _,=s “ i - 


| |Banking and Finance! Training for 

1 —'S.”' 0 . 1 !” positions in Banks and 
Financial Institutions. 


land Practice: Training for 


iship and Production . Sales or Collection Correspondent. 8alea L_l»rt of forceful, elf 
ig for positions in Shop - Promotion Manager. Mail Sales Man- Ministers, Salesmen, 
h as that of Superin- ager. Secretary, etc. Politicians. Clubmen. 


Name 


Present Position 


Address. 
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Is Murder Ever Justified? 


By Bernarr Macfadden 


I ''HOU shalt not kill!” reads the Sixth Commandment. Law in any civil- 
A ized country on the globe provides drastic punishment, in few cases less than 
death, for the killing of a fellow human. In the heart of every man, regard¬ 
less of nationality or stage of civilization, lies an instinctive abhorrence for the 
killer who takes a human life. 

Can murder be justified? “No!” you cry. “Murder is murder. There are no 
extenuating circumstances—there can be no quibbling.” 

But consider the case of Stanislawa Uminska. Last February she was brought 
before a French court and tried for shooting to death her fiance, Jean Zyznowski. 

The Defendant in the case was a beautiful Polish actress. She was popular, 
she was successful; she had her world at her feet. She fell in love with Jean Zyznow¬ 
ski, a writer. They were to be married. 

In time her lover became ill. Doctors in Poland were unable to relieve him 
of intense pain. Mile. Uminska suggested Paris, and with her suggestion came 
action. Her career, her work, her ambition, her achievement—all were set aside 
so that she could take the man she loved to Paris where adequate medical aid 
could be given him. 

In Paris, specialists diagnosed his case as internal cancer. Medical aid failed 
to check the onslaught of disease. Mile. Uminska offered her life-blood in trans¬ 
fusion, to save him, even to relieve his suffering. In vain. 

Then came the fatal pronunciamento: “He has only a few days to five.” 
Days of excruciating pain, days of agony. 

In her love for him, Mile. Uminska acted once again. She gave him a hypo¬ 
dermic, bade him good-by, held his hand in a last desperate embrace—then shot 
him to death. 

In court, the Prosecuting Attorney, dramatically summing up his case, said 
to the gentlemen of the jury: “I neither ask you to condemn nor acquit, but I 
leave it to your conscience to decide whether justice should bow before pity.” 

That jury acquitted her. 

What do you think? Was Mile. Uminska guilty? Is murder ever justified? 


*Bernarr Macfadden is personally giving exercises over the radio every morning at 6.45, 7.15 and 
7.45 Eastern Daylight Saving Time. 

You are invited to tune in on IVOR —405 meters—and join one or all of these classes. 
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The SECRET of the 

By FRANK NOUNAN 

of the Detroit Tribune 


City Editor, Tribune, 

Detroit, Michigan. 

Marguerite Lowell, wife of 
Colonel Alexander Lowell, 
prominent here, found burned 
to death in furnace of home. 

Believed to be suicide. Send¬ 
ing five hundred. 

Boylan, Daily Nczvs, 

Comstock, Michigan. 

T HIS telegram was the 
first flash to the outside 
world of a sensational 
mystery that was to 
rivet the attention of the 
country upon an obscure country town in the northern end 
of Michigan. It was a singular case, one destined to show 
a queer turn of the fate that often conspires to wreck a 
distinguished family and name. 

Coakley, assistant city editor of the Tribune, tossed the 
telegram on my desk. It'was nearly six o’clock of a bleak 
autumn afternoon. 

“Colonel Lowell is a big gun in his end of the State, 
Nounan,” said Coakley. “Politics, real estate, timber lands, 
a bit of everything; he's quite a figure up there. It ought 
to make a good yarn. Get right up there and let’s have it 
first-hand. There’s a train that will get you there by ten. 
I’ll handle Bovlan’s story for the bull-dog, and hold the 
presses for your stuff until one o’clock. 

That was how I came to be shivering on a station plat¬ 
form in Comstock four hours later, tightening my overcoat 
against a sweeping gale, cursing the luck that had exiled 
me to this wretched corner of the globe. 

Of the lone porter who was handling baggage I inquired 
my way to the Daily Nczvs. Soon I was in the presence 
of Bob Boylan, editor of the local newspaper and our 
correspondent for the district. 

Boylan was bubbling over with excitement. 

“It’s murder, Nounan! That’s what it is!” he cried, 
dfter I had introduced myself. “The weirdest crime in my 
experience. First off we thought it was suicide, but now 
it seems that the son, John Lowell, is the guilty party. 
They’ve locked him up on suspicion; made the arrest a 

couple of hours ago. They think-” 

“I,et me have the dope from the beginning, Boylan, so I 
can get a clear picture. Then I’ll know what I’m working 
on.” I believe he would have rambled on indefinitely if 
1 had not checked him. 

He gave me the story briefly: 

pOR twenty years Colonel Alexander Lowell had lived in 
Comstock with his wife and one son, John, who was 
now eighteen. He had accumulated wealth, was a man of 
influence and power in the State; his wife had long been a 
social leader. In every respect, according to common be¬ 
lief. the home life of the Lowells had been ideal. 

Vet at four o’clock that afternoon the body of Mrs. 
Marguerite Lowell had been discovered practically cre¬ 
mated in the furnace of her home. It was John Lowell 
who had discovered the body and had notified the police. 

“The lad tells a strange story,” declared Bob Bovlan. 
“He left the house at ten o’clock, lie says, to practice foot- 
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ball with the Comstock Col¬ 
lege team. He wasn’t feel¬ 
ing well, however, and left 
the field half an hour later, 
saying he was going home to 
rest. We’ve got that from 
other members of the team. 

“However, Johnny says he 
didn’t go straight home. He 
wandered through the woods 
south of town, thinking a 
walk would do him good. He 
didn’t return, he says, until 
alxnit four o’clock. 

“The first thing he noticed when he entered tlie liouse 
was a strong odor. His father was out, having left early 
in the morning, and his mother and the maid, Nancy Tilton, 
also were away. 

“John says he traced the odor to the basement, where 
he found that it came from the furnace. He opened the 
door, which was shut tight, and saw inside—a charred body! 
For a while he felt dazed, and although lie knew it was 
his mother, he made no effort to check the fire or remove 
the body. He recovered his senses after a while and, stag¬ 
gering upstairs, tried to reach his father by telephone. 
We’ve checked that statement and found lie actually made 
seven calls. 

4< DUT he couldn’t locate the Colonel, and finally he called 
^ Police Headquarters. Over the phone he said his 
mother had committed suicide! 

“Chief Durkin took immediate charge personally. With 
two of his men he hurried to the house. The first thing 
they did was to extinguish the smoldering fire. It was then 
past five, and Doctor Thaddeus, the coroner, said from the 
condition of the remains that the body had been burning 
at least five hours. This is important, in view of John 
Lowell’s later story. 

“Chief Durkin started a thorough examination. He found 
that Nancy, the servant, had been sent to Detroit early in 
the morning by Mrs. Lowell. Nancy had seen no signs of 
anything unusual in her mistress at that time. The girl 
didn’t get back until the seven o’clock train. 

“The Chief also looked for signs of a struggle, in case 
the woman had been murdered and her body placed in the 
furnace afterward, but he could find no trace of disorder.” 

Here Boylan paused to see what effect his story had on 
me. I hung on every word, one hand gripping the chair- 
arm, for I hadn’t heard of a more weird case in my entire 
experience. 

"Hodge Wilson, the furnace man, was alsp questioned,” 
Boylan went on, “but he’s a half-wit and could give no 
sensible answer. He comes to the house only once in the 
early morning and again in the evening to tend the furnace. 

“The Chief threw out a search for tradesmen or delivery- 
men who had called at the Lowell house during the day, 
and there he got his first clue. 

“Frank Doak is the man who delivers ice to the Lowells. 
He comes regularly about ten in the morning, bringing his 
load in the back way. To-day, he says, there was no one 
in the kitchen, but he went into the pantry where the 


Colonel Lowell’s wife, idol¬ 
ized by hosts of friends, dis¬ 
appeared one afternoon in 
early fall In the smolder¬ 
ing embers of the furnace fire 
her son found - 



Flames 


A charred body was in 
the furnace 


ice-chest stood. Here 
lie heard voices in the 
dining-room, which is separated from the pantry only by 
a swinging door. 


‘LJK says he heard Mrs. Lowell raise her voice in anger. 

* * ‘You’ll have nothing further to do with her. I tell 
you!’ she was saying. Johnny Lowell’s voice, according 
to Doak. screamed out: ‘I’ll do just as I please!’ and his 
mother answered : ‘You’ll obey me! I’m your mother, and 
while I’m alive you’ll do as I say!J Then, according to 
Doak, Johnny shouted: ‘Then the sooner you’re dead, the 
better!’ 

“Doak had placed his load in the ice-chest by this time, 
and thinking it was only an ordinary family row. he went 
on without especially noticing what had been said. This 
was the first that was known of a quarrel between Johnny 
and Mrs. Lowell. The lad doesn’t deny it; but he says he 
doesn’t remember what he said.” 

Boylan paused to relight his pipe, and I asked: “What 
was the cause of the quarrel ?” 

“A love affair the young fellow had with a girl. He 
was taking it too seriously, and both Colonel Lowell and his 
wife were trying to discourage him. The girl’s name is 
Helen Brent—a good enough girl, but they thought he was 
too young to be thinking of getting married. It had gone as 
far as that, yes. 

“Now, while the Chief was making his investigation, 
Coroner Thaddeus had been examining the body and the 
ashes in the furnace. In the embers he found a gold ring 
that Colonel Lowell identified as his wife’s wedding ring. 


There were some but¬ 
tons. too. that he said 
l»elonged to her cloth¬ 
ing. That was the 
only way they had of 
making the identifica¬ 
tion. 

“Thaddeus had also 
examined the body for 
marks of violence. He found a crack in the top of the skull 
that might have been the result of a blow l)efore the partial 
cremation, or might have been caused by the heat. 

“Meanwhile. Chief Durkin had put Johnny Lowell through 
a grilling. The l>oy was hard hit by the shock, no question; 
but his story was mighty shaky. He hadn’t any idea where 
he’d been from the time he left the football field until his 
return home at four o’clock. In view of the gaps in his 
story and the violent quarrel with his mother just previous 
to her death, the Chief clapped him in jail and held him 
for the grand jury.” 

“What is Colonel Lowell’s theory?” I asked. 

“The Colonel is certain it’s suicide. His wife’s been 
acting strange for some time, he says. Nancy Tilton, the 
maid, also says she’s been despondent. But it’d take more 
than despondency. Mr. Nounan, to make a woman just forty 
years old, rich and without a care in the world, crawl into 
a furnace to end her life!” 

I agreed that that was so. 


DOLICE Headquarters was just a block from the office 
* of the Daily Naus, and Boylan had come with me to 
see if anything new had developed. With a nod of recog¬ 
nition to the lieutenant at the desk, he led me into a private 
office. Chief Durkin was talking on the telephone when 
we entered. 

“What’s new, Chief ?” asked Boylan, after the introduction. 

“Not a thing, my boy. Inquest to-morrow at ten. Grand 
jury hearing at three.” 
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“Was your mother upset this 
morning?” 


“Get anything more out of Johnny Lowell?” 

“Not a word. He’s getting sulky now when we 
go near him. He’ll act more polite in a day or so. 

They all do.” 

“I’ll run along, then, Chief,” said Boylan. He turned to 
me. “You can use my shop when you’re ready to write 
your stuff, Nounan. I’ll be there till midnight.” 

I thanked him and was soon listening to Chief Durkin’s 
theory of the case. 

R from the start I found myself questioning that 

suicide idea,” he said. “A person would be plumb 
crazy to pick out that way to die. Now I figure that Johnny 
still had that quarrel on his mind when he went off to 
play ball, and thinking about it, he decided to have it over 
with. So he went home and started it all over again. 

“One thing led to another, and one word brought on 
another, until he picked up a poker or something and hit 
her. Maybe he killed her, or maybe just stunned her. But 
anyhow lie was scared out of his wits. He thought he 
could hide his act by burning the body in the furnace, so 
he put it in and waited for it to burn up. 

“But later he found the odor was all over the house. 
Seeing that the remains would surely be discovered, he 
gave the alarm himself, making up a story about being out 
all day, and finding the body in the furnace when he got 
in late in the afternoon. 

“Not a bad story, Nounan, except there isn’t a soul who 
set eyes on him all day long. Somebody must have seen 
him if he was out, just to say ‘Good morning’ or ‘Good 


afternoon.’ He’s a well-liked kid round these parts, and 
people would have noticed him. And you mark my words, 
Nounan, the reason nobody saw Johnny Lowell all day is 
because he was inside the house all the time the body was 
smoldering to ashes.” 

“I’d like to have a talk with him, Chief, and hear his 
story,” I said. “May I see him?” 

“It’s a little late,” said Durkin, glancing at his watch, 
"but there won’t lie any harm, I guess. Maybe you’ll get 
something out of him.” 

L_IK pressed a buzzer and spoke to the uniformed police- 
A * man who responded. “Take Mr. Nounan in to see 
young Lowell.” 

As the turnkey rattled the door of the cell I saw a slight, 
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spare figure rise from the cot and come toward us. What 
little light there was came from a few electric bulbs in the 
corridor. In the semidarkness I saw a pair of eyes that 
peered at me through the bars like an animal’s. 

pROM the moment I set eyes on John Lowell my interest 
A in the boy was aroused to an extraordinary degree. 
Certainly what I saw in that first glimpse was not pre¬ 
possessing. Drawn and haggard, with his features lined 
from the ordeal through which he had passed, his hair dis¬ 
heveled and his clothing awry, he presented anything but 
a favorable appearance. 

Back of these details I sensed an unusual personality. His 
face was almost ethereal in expression, capable of lighting 
up with sensitive imagination and high feeling. Nervous, 
excitable and impetuous, he was at an age when boys are 
most impressionable. I felt that here was one who might 
react powerfully, perhaps even with violence, to emotion 
strongly felt. He might go mad for an ideal. Crime would 
not be crime to him it if were done to realize some visionary 
but strongly held purpose. 

Yet, deeper than all these characteristics at the moment, 
I became aware of an expression of fear in his large, bright 
eyes. His first glance at me was one of terror. It was 
as if he had suddenly awakened from a nightmare. He 
lowered his eyes before my steady gaze, but he must have 
seen that my attitude was a friendly one. 

“We’re going to clear up this mess just as quick as we 
can,” I began. “You can depend on the newspapers to do 
the right thing, Johnny. 

All we want is to get 
everything straight, 
right from the 
beginning, so 
there’ll be no 
mistake. 

Now let’s 
think back to 
early this 
morning. Do 
you remem - 
b e r w h a t 
time you got 
up?” 

I could see 
his thoughts 
were far 
away, and I 
doubt if he 
had heard a 
word. I re¬ 
peated the 
question, and 
he spoke in a 
dull, absent 
tone. 

“A bout 
half past 
eight.” 

"Were you 
feeling quite 
all right. 

Johnny? No 
headache or 
sickness ?” 

“I’m all 
right; I’m not 
sick. ” His 
voice still 

held the same air of abstraction. He replied mechanically. 

“Did you have breakfast at home?” I continued. 

“Yes.” 

“Did you see your mother at breakfast?” 


He shot me a look full of suspicion, and his wide-oj)en 
eyes seemed to picture me for the first time. I was just 
feeling my way with him, so I didn’t press him for a reply 
but went on with my questioning. 

“Was your mother in her usual mood this morning, 
Johnny? Did you notice anything unusual? How did she 
seem to act ?” 

The boy’s fingers twitched convulsively, and a wave of 
color swept over his face. A realization of where he was 
and the purpose of my questions seemed to come to him 
abruptly, and he glared at me almost with ferocity. He 
clutched the bars nervously, keeping his eyes on me all the 
time. 

“I won’t talk to you!” he cried in a hoarse tone. “I won’t 
talk to anyone! I’ve told everything I know! Why don’t 
you let me alone?” 

I looked at the boy in pity. Truly the experience that 
he had gone through had been a terrific one, and it might 
well be that his mind was wandering. But he did not have 
the wild look of the madman, nor the blank look of the 
idiot. All I could see was a strange fear that was cor¬ 
roding within him—the terror of a very young and inex¬ 
perienced person in a situation of which he was mortally 
afraid. 

LI K became calmer as I looked at him kindly, and I 
1 * realized how difficult it was going to be to get anything 
at all out of this temperamental boy. I decided to switch 
my line of questioning. 

"You mustn’t be afraid, Johnny,” I said as reassuringly 
as I could. “Your father is trying to help you—your friends 
and everybody. You understand that, don’t you?” It was 
just like wheedling a very small child. 

He relaxed a little. I had no doubt that he was per¬ 
fectly sane but utterly unstrung. 

“Would you like to see Helen? To talk to her?” I asked. 
He shook his head. 

“You were sweethearts,” I went on. 

“No. no. no!” he cried. “She mustn’t come! She 
mustn’t see me here!” 
There was pride and re¬ 
vulsion and horror in his 
voice. 

“Did her parents ob¬ 
ject to you?” 

He s h o o k his 
head. 

“Your father.” 
persisted; 
“did lie ob¬ 
ject?” 

“No. Dad 
is all right.” 

“Your 
mother, per- 
hajps ?” 

Again 
c‘ a m e the 
fury that 
transformed 
him. His 
eyes glared 
wildly. 

“My moth¬ 
er’s dead ! 
Dead ! Do you hear 
that?” he shrieked. 
“I won’t talk about 
it! I won’t talk!” 
His voice choked and became a dry sob. 

I was trembling and perspiring from the strain. The 
boy was certainly a maniac on the subject of his mother. 
Any further questioning, I felt sure, would make matters 
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worse. Already I had excited him almost past the point 
of restraint, and I cursed the clumsiness of my method. 
I took my leave quietly, leaving him standing motionless in 
his cell. 

Chief Durkin was still in his office, and I gave him a 
brief report of the condition in which I had found the boy. 

“He's going mad,” I declared. “He ought to be in a 
hospital instead of in jail.” 

“We’re going to let his father stay with him overnight,” 
returned the Chief. “I’ll get Doc Thaddeus to look the 
boy over.” 

I was asking the Chief further questions regarding de¬ 
tails that I required for my first story, when we were 
interrupted by the entrance of a tall, dignified man. His 
face showed plainly the marks of recent grief and worry. 
I needed no introduction to know that it was Colonel 
Alexander Lowell. 

/^OLONEL LOWELL impressed one as an intelligent 
^ but not overly aggressive man, who had been com¬ 
pletely crushed by his double misfortune. He was well 
past middle age, and the blow had dealt him a terrific shock. 

“I can’t think about it, Mr. Nounan. I can’t realize that 
this has actually happened,” he said pathetically. “This 
morning I left my home as usual. I came back to find 


be any other way, for he simply worshiped his mother. 
He’s a high-strung lad, and it’s a wonder he hasn’t com¬ 
pletely lost his reason. 

“He hasn’t been himself for some time; everybody's no¬ 
ticed it. There’s been this love affair you’ve probably 
heard about. She’s a good girl, Helen Brent, and if he’d 
been a bit older I would have said, ‘Go ahead and marry.’ 
But his mother and I both tried to discourage him, and it 
only made matters worse. It affected him mystically. He’s 
been moody and depressed. 


“VESTERDAY they tell me he had a quarrel with his 
* mother. I don’t know anything about it; I'd left the 


house early. But isn’t it reasonable to suppose that after 
such a quarrel Johnny would brood about it, and perhaps 
wander about all day with this thing on his mind? He 
probably never gave a thought to where he was going. It 
seems perfectly clear to me.” 

“Had there been other quarrels of this sort before, 
Colonel Lowell?” I inquired. 

The man was silent for a moment. 

“I’ll be perfectly frank with you, Mr. Nounan. There’s 
nothing to gain by concealment. There have been other 
quarrels. For some time my wife has been morbid and 
despondent. It was noticeable to all of us, and to her 
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“gTANDING outside Johnny Lowell’s cell, I looked at the boy in pity. 

‘“Would you like to see Helen?’ I asked_‘Did your mother 

object to her?’ 

“Again came the fury that transformed him. His eyes glared 
wildly. ‘My mother’s dead! Dead! Do you hear that?’he shrieked. 
‘I won’t talk about it! 1 won’t talk!’ 

“Nor could I make him tell what happened.” 
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my wife dead—an awful end.” His voice broke, and he 
made an effort to control himself. “And now my old friend 
Durkin, Charley Durkin, tells me that Johnny, my son, 

is- It can’t be true! There’s something wrong!” He 

looked from one to the other of us helplessly. “It’ll all 
come out right about Johnny,” he went on. “I’m not 
blaming you, Charley; you’ve got your duty to do. But 
I’m afraid the boy will be sick.” 

He turned to me. “All we want from the papers, Mr. 
Nounan, is fair play. There is nothing to conceal. My 
son and I are ready to answer any questions.” 

“The chief question,” I pointed out, “is to account for 
the actions of Johnny after he left the football field. If 
someone could be found who saw him, he would clear him¬ 
self without difficulty.” 

Chief Durkin shook his head. “My men spent two hours 
checking up his movements,” he declared. “Not a living 
soul saw him from the time he left football practice in the 
morning until he started telephoning for his father in the 
evening.” 

Durkin shoved back his chair and left the room. I didn’t 
know then why he went. 

“I ’LL have the best lawyers to defend my boy,” said 
* Colonel Lowell when the Chief had gone. “But I’m 
worried about him just the same, Mr. Nounan. He doesn’t 
talk like himself. He’s dazed from the shock. It couldn’t 


friends. The smallest trifles irritated her. Johnny’s love 
affair preyed upon her mind. She was afraid he’d do 
something foolish, and she made too much of it, I’ll admit. 

“DUT for that matter, Mr. Nounan, she acted the same 
^ way toward me, and toward her best friends. She 
seemed to grow constantly more nervous and excitable. I 
did what I could to make life pleasant for her, but Comstock 
provides little for a person in that state of mind. 

“I had made plans to travel as soon as I could settle my 
affairs here. Johnny’s being in school made it difficult to 
break up our home at once. But I knew that would be 
the only cure for my wife—something that would give her 
a new interest in life. I delayed too long. Her mind gave 
way under the strain, and she died to-day a very unhappy 
woman.” 

His demeanor was calm, but underneath the surface I 
could see the man was laboring under strong emotion. 

“Was Mrs. Lowell being treated for her mental condi¬ 
tion?” I asked. 

“For many weeks she has been in the hands of Doctor 
Thaddeus, our regular physician. In addition there was 
Doctor Hart Culver, a stranger here, in whom she had 
great confidence. They met casually some time ago, and 
Doctor Culver showed great interest in her case. His 
home is in the South; he was merely up here for a hunting 
trip. He called frequently and (Continued on page 90) 
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FOUR SHOTS 


The Mystery of 


Rock Island Cut 


W HO killed J. 

Robert 
Green ? And 
why? What 
was the motive? 

Robert Green was 
employed in the Rock 
Island Railroad yards 
at Little Rock, Arkansas, as a switchman. He was around 
fifty-five. He had been in the employ of the Rock Island 
Railroad for approximately thirty years. He had been 
thrifty, had saved his money and dabbled in real estate. 
Everybody spoke of “Bob” Green as a hail fellow well met; 
steady, reliable, industrious, clean living and extremely 
religious. 

He was married to what the world calls a good woman. 
He had one son. Le Roy, who had married a girl from 
Pueblo, Colorado. The people of Little Rock were no less 
shocked at Bob Green's murder than were his wife, his son, 
and his daughter-in-law. 

For thirty-odd years Bob Green left his post in the switch 
tower at the Rock Island yards, to enter a cut at the end 
of the yards. From the cut he invariably headed across 


fields to a dirt road 
leading to the street 
where he lived. For 
thirty-odd yea’s he 
traveled this route— 
and as he left the cut 
and turned in the road 
on the morning of 
August 17, 1924, at about 12.45, he was shot to death. 

The last man who saw him alive was Jimmy Callahan, 
the switch foreman of the night shift that Green worked on. 

“I saw him leave the switch shanty and head for the 
cut,” Callahan said. “He had a lantern in his hand.” 

Residents in the vicinity heard four shots. One woman 
raised her window after the second shot and looked over 
toward the cut. She said that she saw somebody, the out¬ 
line of a person, standing in the middle of the tracks bend¬ 
ing over as though looking at something on the ground. 

“Then,” she went on, “I heard another shot, and I saw 
the person move down the tracks about ten yards. Sud¬ 
denly that person went back, and then I heard another 
shot.” 

This woman, a Mrs. Stephens, immediately telephoned 


Bob Green had no enemies. 
Who riddled him with bullets 
and left him to die ? And why? 
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to Police Headquarters, and it was 
in response to the telephone call 
that I hurried out to the cut on 
the fringe of the Rock Island 
yards and found the body of 
Bob Green. He lay close to the 
tracks, three bullets in his head 
and neck. The coroner’s investi¬ 
gation revealed the fact that he 
had been murdered by a 25-caliber 
revolver. 

Here was a bona-fide, clear-cut 
mystery. Bob Green hadn’t any 

enemies. He had passed the 

period of life where there might 
have been a woman in the case. He never had money or 
jewelry in his possession, not even on a pay-day, because 
the railroad paid off with checks. 

I went back over his life’s history with a “fine-tooth 
comb,” so to speak. It was an unusual history. I repeat: 
Bob Green had been an unusual man, thrifty, steady, re¬ 
liable. clean-living. He had saved his money, and bought 
two houses: in the vernacular, he was “well heeled” for 
old age. What was the motive behind his murder? And 
who killed him? 

I HAD absolutely no answer for these two questions, but 
* the night that I discovered his body lying near the 
tracks in the Rock Island yards, I found two seemingly in¬ 
consequential objects which ultimately gave me an idea. 
One was a coral bead and the other was a piece of a 
woman’s shoe-buckle. Green must have struggled for 
his life, though the condition of the ground where the 
victim lay showed no sign of it. 

A light rain had been falling that night, and with the aid 
of my flash-light I thought I could identify many shoe- 
prints in the soft ground as those of a woman. A more 
thorough inspection of the ground the next morning con¬ 
vinced me. 

But when I realized that all the overland passenger-trains 
rambled over the tracks close to Green’s body, I recognized 
the possibility of the coral bead and the broken shoe-buclde 
having been tossed out of one of the trains by some 


passenger. These things were not in any sense important, 
and at the time I did not think that they would ever lead 
me to anything significant. 

And little did I think at the outset that the mysterious 
killing of Green was to lead into another murder almost 
as mysterious. 

IN time I learned that Bob Green had left approximately 
* ten thousand dollars’ insurance. This led me to investi¬ 
gate his wife, his daughter-in-law, and his son, Le Roy. 

These people apparently were heart-broken. I was sure 
that they didn’t know anv more about the murder than I 
did. 

I was positively baffled, but I couldn’t get away from 
the coral bead and the broken shoe-buckle and the feminine 
shoe-prints in the soft dirt near the scene of the murder. 
These things insistently projected themselves on the screen 
of my imagination—and yet I couldn’t tie them up with 
anything definite or important. 

I communicated with jewelers throughout the State of 
Arkansas, trying to get a line on every woman in the State 
who had purchased a coral bead necklace within the past 
three or four years. I was in touch with shoe dealers all 
over the State, endeavoring to get a line on the manu¬ 
facturers and retailers who had sold shoes with buckles 
that resembled the one that I had found near the body of 
Bob Green. 

The widow had not been out of her house on the night 
of the murder, and Winona Green 
didn’t arrive in Little Rock, so 
she said, until the morning after 
the murder. The son, Le Roy, 
had an iron-clad alibi, to the effect 
that he was in Pueblo for three 
weeks prior to the murder, and 
didn’t leave Pueblo until the morn¬ 
ing after the murder. Colorado 
officers substantiated this alibi. 

I talked with Winona Green 
many times, and the more I talked 
with her the stronger became the 
conviction that she was all right. 

I had long since eliminated the 
widow of the murdered man. She 
was positively spellbound with 
sorrow. But when I began to dig into the history of 
Le Roy Green, the son of the murdered man. I began to 
evolve a lot of entirely new possibilities, or possibly I 
should say suspicions. But Le Roy had that substantiated 
alibi, which dynamited my conclusions. 

I,e Roy and his wife had been living in Pueblo, and 
only visited Little Rock on an average of three times 
a year. Le Roy was by no means the most industrious 
fellow in the world, as investigation revealed. He liked 
to gamble, fool around and have a good time; but he had 
no flair for work. 

After many days of work I had completely exhauste 1 
every imaginable motive for the murder of Bob Green. I 
had run down every possible supposition, and I was right 
back to where I was the day the murder occurred. The 
case was a blank so far as I was concerned. Police and 
newspapers throughout the State of Arkansas were unani¬ 
mous in the belief that the Little Rock Detective Bureau 
was up against a carefully planned murder which probably 
would never be solved. And to tell the truth, I thought 
the same thing—but I kept on working! 

"yHE things I learned about Le Roy Green’s activities 
* in Southern Colorado made me decide to go to Pueblo 
to make an investigation myself. You will please under¬ 
stand that I had absolutely nothing on Le Roy or his 
wife, not a particle of evidence that they had anything to 
do with the murder. But I had reasons of my own. 


'THIS story was written from 
1 data submitted by Thomas M. 
Tatum, Superintendent, Bureau 
of Identification, Police Depart¬ 
ment, Little Rock, Arkansas, be¬ 
ing an account of the remarkable 
achievement of Detective Major 
Pitcock 
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First of all, I wanted to 
check up l^e Roy Green’s 
alibi myself. I didn’t doubt 
the Colorado officers; I only 
wanted to satisfy myself that 
there hadn’t been a slip-up. 

And there wasn’t any slip-up, 
for Le Roy spent three weeks 
in Pueblo prior to the murder. 

He was there when the mur¬ 
der occurred. His wife, inci¬ 
dentally, was a Pueblo girl. 

I checked up her history also. 

It was clean-cut. Her repu¬ 
tation was excellent, absolutely 
above reproach. 

A detective never knows 
what he may pick up in un¬ 
expected places. For this 
reason I made up my mind to 
look over the house which the 
Le Roy Greens occupied in 
Pueblo. 

I FOUND some letters from 
* Mrs. Bob Green, in which 
there was mention of money 
transactions between the _ 

widow and her daughter-in- i 

law, Winona. The widow had 
borrowed four thousand dol¬ 
lars from her daughter-in-law 
about six months before the 
murder. The tone of the letter 
indicated that Bob Green 1 

didn’t know anything about 
this debt of his wife, and 
neither did Le Roy know th*t 
his mother had borrowed the 
four thousand dollars. 

This transaction in itself 
was not of an incriminating nature, but 
the letter was torn in half, and I had 
an intimation that there was something 
in the part that had been destroyed 
that neither Mrs. Bob Green nor Winona 
cared to have anybody else know; hence 
the destruction of a portion of the letter. 
This seemed 
like a perfect¬ 
ly reasonable 
conclusion, and 
yet, I repeat, 
it wasn’t in- 
• crifninating: 
simply because 
the mother 
had borrowed 
money from 
her daughter- 
in-law, did not 
necessarily im¬ 
ply anything 
wrong or sus¬ 
picious. 

There was 
another letter 
which made 
me think, a 
letter from the 
widow to her 
daughter - in¬ 
law, in which 


Could this girl commit a double 
murder? 

(These are actual photographs 
of Winona Green and her hus¬ 
band, Le Roy) 

Could this man contrive the 
killing of his own father, of 
his own mother? 


money was mentioned; also the 
suggestion that Winona come to 
Little Rock and make an effort 
to get some money out of Bob 
Green. 

The letter read, in effect: 

"Tell Bob that Le Roy is out in 
Salt I,ake City in a destitute con¬ 
dition. I will tell him that you 
own some property in Florida, and 
1 think this plan to get some money 
will work. He’s getting so stingy, 
Winona, that we’ve got to lie to him 
to get money. But don’t let Le Roy 
know anything about it." 

I went back to Little Rock in 
a frame of mind entirely different 
from when I left. I went to 
the bank where Mr. and Mrs. 
Bob Green carried accounts. I 
checked over those accounts for 
two years back. I found that 
Bob had issued many checks to 

^ his wife, and that the 

wife in turn had issued 
these same checks to 
her daughter-in-law. 

Nearly a month had 
\ elapsed now- since the 

murder. The widow 
had received the ten 
thousand dollars’ insur- 
ance on her husband’s 
life. Her daughter-in- 
law and her son had 
come to live with her. 

I called on her one 
day at the house. She 
and her son and the 
daughter-in-law were 
• crying when I entered. 

I told them that I wanted to talk with 
Mrs. Green for a few minutes, and 
that I would be obliged to them if they 
would leave the room. I approached the 
subject of her husband’s murder as ten¬ 
derly as possible, and assured her of my 
sympathy. I intimated that the murder 
problem might 
never be sol¬ 
ved. Then I 
went into her 
finances and 
the finances of 
her husband. 

“Did Mr. 
Green ever 
owe anybody 
money?” I 
asked her. 
“I’ve thought 
that the man 
who killed him 
might have 
done so be¬ 
cause he had 
refused to pay 
a debt — or 
something. ” 

She said that 
her husband 
had never bor¬ 
rowed money. 
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“What’s burning, Winona?” 


I couldn’t possibly arrest I^e Roy or his wife or Mrs. 
Bob Green simply because of a belief that they knew some¬ 
thing. Nobody in Little Rock, police or citizens, ever 
entertained the idea that these supposedly respectable and 
obviously heart-broken people knew anything about the 
murder of Bob Green. If I had ever suggested such a 
thing as arrest, the newspapers in all probability would 
have branded me a fool. 

When I got back to Little Rock I didn't know whether 
I was going or coming; but when I learned that Winona 
and Mrs. Bob Green had left town I felt a little better— 
and yet I couldn’t tell why. 


“Sure of that, Mrs. Green ?” 

“Very sure,” and she sighed. “Neither Bob nor I ever 
had to borrow money from anybody.” 

“What about Le Roy?” I urged. “Has he always been 
self-supporting?” 

“LeRoy has always managed to take care of himself 
and his wife,” she said. “Winona has been a good wife 
to him. and they have saved money.” 

I hadn’t been able to learn where Le Roy had worked 
over six months during the three years that he had been 
married, and I was certain that Mrs. Green was lying to 
me about her relations with her daughter-in-law; never¬ 
theless, I didn’t attach very much importance to her pre¬ 
varications at the time. I attributed them to a desire on 
her part to stand up for her boy, a perfectly motherly 
characteristic. 

I switched the conversation to other matters, whereupon 
she called Winona and Le Roy. When they opened the 
door, a disagreeable odor swept into the room. 

“Phew!” Mrs. Green said. “What’s burning, Winona?” 


VY/INONA blushed red. She looked at me, embarra sed, 
** and I thought I detected a similar expression on the 
widow’s face. 

“I just put some trash in the kitchen stove,” Winona 
replied. 

When I left the house that day.I got to thinking about 
the expression on Winona’s face when she entered the 
room. The odor of the burning trash was still in my 
nostrils, and for the first time since the murder of Bob 
Green the idea came to me that his own flesh and blood, 
his wife, his son. and his daughter-in-law were hiding 
something from me. Why would the girl burn trash just 
when I was in the house? 

I was dominated with the thought that they were 
protecting somebody, and yet I didn’t have anything 
definite upon which to base that thought other than 
the actions of Winona and her mother-in-law and the 
odor of the things she was burning in the stove. 

When I got back to Police Headquarters my mind 
was made up to take quick action. I issued instruc¬ 
tions that all refuse which came out of the Green 
home was to be brought to a certain place on the city 
dump and guarded until I had looked it over. I give 
you my word of honor that I had absolutely no idea 
of what I expected to find. I was simply acting on 
my conviction that something was wrong. 

Then it occurred to me that I hadn’t gone as 
thoroughly into the alibi of Winona Green as I had 
into the alibi of her husband, Le Roy. I boarded a 
train and beat it over to Pueblo again. You will recall 
that Winona was supposed to have arrived in Little 
Rock the morning after the night of the murder— 
five or six hours after Bob Green had been killed. 

I couldn’t get any information from the railroad 
people. None of them knew Winona Green. None of the 
neighbors recalled what time she had left Pueblo. The 
consensus of opinion was that she had left there around 
the fifteenth of August. If she had left there on the 
fifteenth, she wouldn't have arrived in Little Rock until 
thd morning of the seventeenth, and this was her alibi. 
I was on the verge of dismissing her from my mind as a 
possible suspect, when I thought I would go see the West¬ 
ern Union and Postal Telegraph people. 

“She might have sent her mother-in-law a telegram,” I 
thought. 


/^VNE of these companies had no record of a wire to Mrs. 
^ Bob Green at Little Rock, but the other had. There 
was a copy of a wire sent to Mrs. Bob Green at ten o’clock 
on the morning of August 14th. It read: 

“Am leaving on the Rainbow this afternoon at four 
o’clock.” It was signed: “Winona.” 


My hopes were pyramided when I read that telegram. 
Now I knew that Winona had lied to me. And I knew that 
she had arrived in Little Rock around five o’clock in the 
evening of August 16th, or some seven or eight hours before 
the murder instead of after the murder. This was very 
significant to me, and I immediately connected up the 
significant circumstance with the expression on her face 
that day she entered the room where I was talking with 
her mother-in-law. That expression, I now thought, was 
the expression of a person who was worried. And what 
was she worried about? 


I WAS now in more of a quandary than ever. I couldn’t 
* possibly convince myself that this young woman had 
really killed Bob Green. No, I was sure of that. But I 
did think that Le Roy had done it, and that 
she and Le Roy’s mother were shielding 
Le Roy. 

But there was Le Roy’s iron-clad alibi that 
he hadn't left Pueblo until three or four hours 
after the murder. Le Roy had been seen in 
Pueblo the night of the murder. It 
would have been 
an utter impossi¬ 
bility for him to 
have got to Little 
Rock in time to 
kill his father. 


True Detective Mysteries 


21 



j>ass kneW MfS B ° b Gfeen bad a Rock Is land Railroad 
“Il’ll be easy for me to find out where she went,” I mused 
inqmrieT' 01 f ° r ^ ^ Stati ° n to make some 

BU . t Mrs ‘ Green didn,t us e her pass. None of the railroad 
people could give me a line on her. This inquiry as to 
er destination was a perfectly discreet one, and it did not 
arouse suspicion. I just let it be understood that I had 
some information I wanted to telegraph to her. Nobody 
nan any idea anything was wrong. 

,., And , ,he " 1 w « n * to the city dump to look over a 
pile of ashes and refuse that had come out of the Green 


either Mrs. Bob Green or Winona Green. I realized that 
I had only begun my real work on this mysterious murder. 
The end of the trail was still a long distance in front of me 
My convictions, or possibly I should say my theories' 
were locked up in my own heart. I didn’t communicate them’ 
to anybody. 


“I just put 
some trash 
in the kitch¬ 
en stove” 


house, a pile mat nad been accumulating for three days. 
The mystery of the disagreeable odor was solved. And 
here is where I got the first definite due on the murderer. 

I ALMOST screamed with joy when I picked out of a 

s,int aP |° f , a , Sh “ bad,y bUfnt s, 'PP ers and a mutilated 
slipper-buckle, which compared with the one I had picked 

d U ^ d beS,de Bob Green ’ s body the night 1 found him lying 

1 say I was elated when I found these things; but the 
two burnt slippers and the burnt slipper-buckle were rela¬ 
tively unimportant unless I could prove that they belonged to 


I ^ SCRRTAINED ’ day after the Greens’ departure. 

that Mrs. Bob Green had purchased an exchange draft 
from her bank for two thousand dollars. This was another 
interesting development to me. It suggested that they 
probably were going on a long journey, that they probably 
bad gone out of Little Rock forever. I didn’t know where 
they had gone, but I knew I had tp get a line on them some 
way. And while I was working on that line, I was busy 
doing other things. 3 

I tried to learn where Mrs. Winona Green had spent her 
time, after she arrived in Little Rock on the evening of 
August 16th, until she showed up at her mother-in- 
law s six or seven hours after the murder. Please 
understand I appreciated the fact that she might 
have changed her mind and left Pueblo on the morn¬ 
ing of the fifteenth, which would have brought her 
into Little Rock on the morning of August 17th, long 
after the murder. 

i re * istered at a »y of the hotels in 

Little Rock. I had a sample of her handwriting, and 
I was quite positive that she hadn’t registered under 
an assumed name. I scanned all the hotel regis¬ 
ters very carefully. Then I went after all the 
boarding-houses. None of the boarding-house 
keepers had seen a woman answering her 
description. 

Once again doubt as to the substantia- 
’ ty of my theory crept into my mind, 
Jt still I “plugged” along. I worked 
like a galley-slave. 

I went back to Pueblo thinking that 
[ would find Winona and Mrs. Bob 
Green there. I also went for 
another purpose. I had learned 
the name of the shoe manu¬ 
facturer that made slippers 
with buckles similar to the 
buckle which I had found 
beside Bob Green’s body. 
The manufacturer had fur¬ 
nished me with a list of the 
retail shoe dealers who 
handled his product. There 
was one in Little Rock, one 
in Pueblo, one in Claremore. 
Oklahoma; one in Commerce, 
Oklahoma, and one in Osawat- 
omie, Kansas, just over the 
Arkansas border. 

The Pueblo dealer couldn’t 
tell me anything. He had sold 
hundreds of pairs. He didn’t 
know. Winona Green; so far as 
, . T be knew he had never seen her 

m h,s store. I knew that Mrs. Bob Green had a sister at 
Commerce, Oklahoma; and being unable to get a line on 
either the shoe-buckles at Pueblo or on the whereabouts 

Conmierce reen Wm ° na in Pueb, °- 1 decided to go to 

They had not been at Commerce, but the m nufacturer’s 
retailer at Commerce, who knew Mrs. Bob Green’s sister 
\ery well, and who bad also met Winona with Mrs Bob 
Greens sister, told me that he had sold a pair of slippers 
to Winona about August 7th, or ten days before the murder. 
When I showed him the buckle that I had found beside 
Bob Greens body he unhesi- (Continued on page 86, 



Lured to BLACKMAIL 

By NEIL JENNINGS, Private Investigator 



The picture ap¬ 
peared to me like 
an enlarged snap¬ 
shot 


T HE irritating whirr 
and jangle of the 
telephone bell at my 
elbow aroused me 
from a reading of the 


as told to EDWIN A. GOEWEY 


“Drop everything and 
come to my office, quickly 
—now!” 

“But-” 

“Don’t quibble. I need 
you at once! It’s almost a 
life-or-death matter, Neil.” 

“Be with you in fifteen 
minutes,” I returned. I 
snatched up my hat and 
wheeled at the door. “I’m 
off to Roscoe Gordon’s 
office,” I told my secretary. 
“Imperative. You under¬ 
stand. Stall everybody off 
till I get back. And 
—you don’t know 
where I am!” 

A SUMMONS 
from Roscoe 
Gordon—the crook 
of whose finger 
caused every wheat 
and cotton operator 


previous day’s crimes, as chronicled in my favorite news¬ 
paper. 

“Well?” I queried into the mouthpiece. 

“That you, Neil?” The tone was a rasping, shaky 
whisper—unrecognizable. 

“Yes.” 

“This is Roscoe Gordon.” At the words I held the 
receiver closer to my ear. wondering. 

“Do you hear me, Neil?” The customary incisive snap 
was returning to the voice. 

“Yes, old man, perfectly. What’s up?” 


from Wall Street to the hinterland to turn handsprings 
—was a mandate to be obeyed without question, even by 
the elect. But to me the order possessed a personal 
significance, for I had known this financial genius and his 
wife since the days when the three of us lived in the 
same little Kansas town. 

That thought compelled another. “I have it,” I said 
to myself. “It’s his wife again.” I settled back in the 
taxicab which was racing down to lower Broad Street. 
Undoubtedly the trouble which had caused my old friend 
to give me the distress call, must be of his wife’s making. 
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Ann Gordon wanted to be a movie star. Defying her 
husband, she set out—and landed in the thick of a 

blackmail plot 


She had kept him in hot water by her witless efforts to 
continually bask in the newspaper limelight and to force 
herself into society’s inner precincts, ever since he began 
the skyrocket career which had landed him among the 
nation’s financial rulers. 

I KNOW my lips must have twisted themselves into a 
* sarcastic grin as I recalled the past. Ann Gordon had 
been the prettiest girl in Sayreville. Every youth for fifty 
miles around had tried to court her, myself included. But 
beneath the pink and peaches exteVior of that back-road 
country girl, had lain unbounded ambition, backed by 
greed and a foxlike intelligence. She realized her good 
looks might be capitalized, and 
waited. 

At that I might have obtained 
her “yes”—for at twenty-five I 
ranked as one of the best county 
detectives in the State and was 
drawing a fair salary for Kan¬ 
sas—had not Roscoe Gordon 
come back from Chicago' for a 
visit. Ann then' was eighteen, 
and Ros nearly forty. But in 
the ten years he had been away 
he had piled up a few millions 
through oil, wheat and cotton 
manipulations, and was headed 
for greater heights. Ann, the 
little girl whom he had all but 
forgotten, completely won his 
bachelor heart. In three months 
they were married. 

I stood up as best man, then 
headed for New York-. I 
thought my heart was broken 
and went away to forget. But 
as I looked back across the 
succeeding twenty years, in 
which I had become an ac¬ 
credited private investigator 
and Ros had won recognition 
as one of the country's most 
daring and successful market 
operators. I realized I had been 
lucky*. Unlimited financial re¬ 
sources placed at her disposal 
by her doting husband, had 
turned Ann’s head. She had 
indulged in a series of wild escapades—all to satisfy her 
craving for notoriety—which ultimately had caused her 
husband to remove from Chicago to New York. 

In the larger city, it was not long before she endeavored 
to force her way among the elite through Gordon’s business 
standing and a series of lavish entertainments to which 
she invited most of the titled parasites in the metropolis. 
That campaign ended when one of the so-called “counts” 
accompanied her on an automobile ride into the country, 
beat her insensible, and decamped with the jewelry with 
which she had bedecked herself. 

^EXT she had announced that she was going into motion- 
* ^ pictures. But I knew that Ros had put an end to that 
venture by threatening divorce if she did so. It was while 
wondering what new piece of folly had claimed her that 


the cab drew up before the needlelike structure high up 
in which were Gordon's personal headquarters. 

In Gordon’s outer office his secretary was waiting for 
me, and in response to his nod I opened the door to the 
inner sanctum. But its occupant had not heard. With 
his back toward me he stood facing a window, nervously 
clasping and unclasping his hands. His appearance held me 
dumb. He, the fighter who had battled his way over a 
dozen obstacles, was a pitiable sight. His massive bulk 
appeared to have shrunken. And, as he turned, I saw that 
his eyes were dulled to a zinc gray, while his mouth, 
usually set in a line of granite, was open and drooping. 

“For God’s sake, man,” I finally blurted, “what has 
happened ?” 

Slowly, painfully he pulled 
himself together, then laughed 
unpleasantly. “I’m a fine sight, 
eh, Neil? Wouldn’t it give that 
gang down in The Street a 
thrill to see me like this? But," 
and he suddenly straightened 
up, “I’m not licked yet—not if 
you’ll help me.” 

“Of course I will, old chap!” 
I assured him. “Is—is it some¬ 
thing to do with Ann?” 

“Y^OU’VE guessed it! But 
* then it’s always Ann who 
makes the trouble. However, 
this time she’s gone beyond the 
limit. Actually she’s put me in 
a corner where I’ve got to fight 
for my future—and hers. Anil 
if I don’t beat this game,” he 
paused and shrugged, “well, it’s 
the finish for both of us, that’s 
all.” 

“I don’t understand. What 
are you so afraid of?” 
“Blackmail!” 

For a moment his amazing 
reply staggered me. Second 
thought, however, dulled my 
surprise. The wonder was that 
Ann’s freakish performances 
had not placed her within the 
clutches of the blackmailing fra¬ 
ternity long before. 

“Now, Ros,” I said, when I recovered my speech, “if 
I’m going to help you, you’ve got to get down to brass 
tacks.” 

“Right,” he interrupted. “I’ll tell you all.” 

'"THEN, outwardly calm, though his restless eyes betrayed 
*■ the fever which burned within him, he began with a 
reference to the time, some weeks previous, when his wife 
had announced she was to become a motion-picture actress. 
That declaration had scattered the patience with which he 
had accepted her unconventional doings. 

He long had known that people were laughing at her. 
and it tormented him. For, as one whose business and 
financial dealings attracted wide attention, it was necessary 
that he command general respect. At last he determined 
to assert himself. Ann must give up her follies. In plain 
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language, which brought all 
of her selfish nature to the sur¬ 
face in a hurst of fury, he told 
her that if she identified her¬ 
self with motion-pictures, he 
would no longer live with her. 

And he carried his point. For 
once she dared not cross him. 

AFTER a few weeks, in which 
** their existence was 
more than an armed truce, 
she left her home, accom¬ 
panied by her maid, stat¬ 
ing she was going to 
Florida. She remained 
away a month. Twice a 
week letters from her 
arrived from Miami. He 
was pleased at their com¬ 
mon-sense tone, and with 
the fact that her name 
did not appear in the 
newspapers. She had 
returned home about a 
week previous, appar¬ 
ently quite happy, but 
dropping occasional 
suggestions that she 
might go into some 
business to occupy her 
time. 

Then, three days 
l>ack, a sudden call had 
summoned him home to 
find his wife on the 
verge of nervous col¬ 
lapse and attended by 
physicians. For hours 
she lay crying and 
moaning, but refused 
any explanation con¬ 
cerning the cause of 
her illness. When *he 
had partly recovered, 
she begged to be left 
alone, except for her 
maid, and strove to 
avoid her husband 
more than all others. 

“fteil,” he continued, 
passing a hand wearily 
across his eyes, “I 

never realized ho’v I loved Ann until I saw her in that 
pitiable condition. A thousand times within the last few 
days I have wished that I could chuck it all and take her 
back to Kansas.” He paused, then hastily added: “And 
this morning 1 received this!” 

He jerked open a drawer of his desk, pulled forth a 
bit of pastel*oard and placed it in my hand. For a moment 
I fancied my eyes were playing me tricks. For what I 
held was a photograph of Ann. held close in the arms of 
a handsome youth, her face upturned as though waiting 
a kiss. At first glance it appeared like an enlarged snap¬ 
shot. the faces unusually distinct, the figures showing to 
the knees. A background of palms led me to think the 
picture must have been taken while Ann was South. 

TV/HERE did you get this?” I inquired, when I had 

” recovered a bit from my surprise. 

“Right here. I waited at home until I received the 
doctor’s report that Ann was much better. And when I 
got here a messenger boy was waiting with a sealed 


Billy was up in¬ 
stantly, but the 
blackmailer drew 
his gun and fired 


little 


When 


packet. He’d insisted he must de¬ 
liver it to me personally. Believ¬ 
ing it contained documents of 
value, I took it and signed his receipt. 
1 opened it, I found this! 


“I DON'T know how long I sat staring at 
* that cursed picture—but it probably was only a tew 
minutes—when my secretary came in and informed me 
that a man was on the telephone' who insisted upon speak¬ 
ing to me. Still stunned, I took the call. What came to 
me, in the harsh tones of a man, was the most damnable 
proposition I ever had heard. He had sent the photograph. 
He possessed the negative from which it was taken. He 
knew I had received it, for he had waited for the messenger 
to return. Also, he said he had negatives of other pictures. 

“Well, for five hundred thousand in cash he said he 
would sell me the negatives. If I refused to purchase, he 
would send copies of the pictures to the leading newspapers 
in all the big cities. If I was willing to pay, I was to place 
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an advertisement in the Chronicle, reading: ‘A. B. Proposi¬ 
tion accepted. R. G.' Seeing that, he would communicate 
with me and arrange to exchange the negatives for the 
money. He concluded with a demand that I reply within 
two days—or take the consequences.” 

“Well, what are you going to do?” 

“I don’t know. I haven’t thought that far. But this 
picture explains why Ann collapsed. The blackmailers in¬ 
formed her of the proof they hold against her in the hope 
that she would influence me to pay. She has been 
dreading what would happen when I saw the 
photograph—the questions I would ask con¬ 
cerning this man. Neil, this picture is 
worse than any attempt to bleed me for 
hush-money. I can see only that it 
means the end of all happiness 
for me. Ann never can ex¬ 
plain what is in black and 
white—for the camera 
doesn’t lie!” 

I shook my head. 


“Perhaps not, Ros. Still down here in Wall Street, it’s 
not uncommon for you fellows to make two and two equal 
five.” 

“You mean,” he asked, “that this photograph is not 
genuine?” 


“I DON’T know—yet. But a blackmailer will stop at 
* nothing. Something tells me to study this photograph 
carefully before-” 

“Trickery or not,” he interrupted, “it would deceive 
anyone. Probably there are a dozen like this in the hands 
of the crooks. I fear I must pay.” 

“Don’t worry on that score. The master mind in this 
affair is a veteran criminal. His methods indicate experi¬ 
ence. Possibly the boy in the picture is a confederate. 
But it’s a hundred-to-one shot that he only printed the 
single picture for you. Every other one would lessen his 
chances of obtaining half a million.” 

“Neil, if you’ll recover those negatives I’ll give you 
twice what that rat-” 

“Never mind , that now,” I interposed. “I’ll call upon 
you for money when I need it. To begin with, I have a 
suspicion which some questioning may develop into a clue.” 
“You’re going to talk with Ann?” 

“Later. Now, I’m in charge of this case and you’re 
going to do exactly as I say until I either win or 
fail. For a week an advertisement will appear 
in the Chronicle reading: ’A. B. Thinking over 
proposition. R. G.’ That will keep our friend 
guessing. To-night you are going to my fishing 
shack in the Adirond^cks, and you’re going to 
remain there till I send for you. Even Ann 
isn’t to know where you are. I’ll keep you 
posted concerning her condition.” 

“But won’t this crook send out the pic¬ 
tures when I fail to come across in the 
time specified?” 

“Not a chance. Giving out the 
photographs would get him nothing 
What he % is after is money. He’ll 
do nothing until he can get into 
communication with you again.” 
“You’re clever, Neil, and I’ll 
obey your orders. My salvation 
rests with you. If that picture 
ever appeared in print I would 
not be able to hold my head up!” 

“I know. But send a note 
to Ann stating you’ve l>een 
called out of town suddenly. 
She’ll guess you have learned 
the truth. Then I’ll go to her 
and her curiosity will prompt 
her to See me to learn what you 
have said.” 

Between Gordon’s office and 
my own I had leisure to study 
the case. It was certain to be 
a nasty one. for I must work 
alone, calling upon the police 
for help only as a last resort, 
lest I court the very publicity 
I was pledged to prevent. And 
that thought determined me to 
go heavily armed thereafter. 
For the blackmailer who plays 
for high stakes is a desperate 
gambler who will stop at noth¬ 
ing. And it probably would be 
his life or mine if we ever met 
at close quarters. 

Next my thoughts reverted to 
the (Continued on page 100) 


I was just too late 



The MAN-EATER of 


B ACK in the 
latter part 
of 1873, a 
party of 
maybe twenty or 
more men, my¬ 
self among them, 
met nightly 
around a great 
camp-fire near 

Salt Lake, Utah, and discussed plans for a 
proposed trip to Colorado. The crowd was. 
for the most part, prospectors, miners and 
hunters. 

When our plans had almost been completed 
for the trip, there came to the 
meeting one night a mild-appear- 
ing, yet rather sinister-looking 
man, six feet tall and of medium 
build. His nose was large and 
his blue eyes small, with a fur- 
.tive look lurking in their depths. 

His chestnut-brown hair was 
long and bushy, and he wore a 
goatee and great mustaches, 
common in those days of the 
West. Approaching Israel Swan, 
the oldest member of our party 
and our chosen leader, the 
stranger said: 

“GIR. I have heard you intend 
^ going to Colorado.” 

“That is our intention,” re¬ 
plied Swan. “None of my party 
or myself have ever been there, 
so we are getting all the infor¬ 
mation we. can regarding a route 
and the best part of the country 
in which to locate when we arrive there.” 

“My name is Alfred Packer,” said the stranger, introduc¬ 
ing himself and shaking hands with Swan. "I once lived 
at Breckenridge, Colorado, hunted and trapped a good 
portion of the section around the Gunnison, and know the 
country well. Lately I have been mining around here, 
making tunnels on contracts, and one thing or another. 
.Not long ago I got leaded by contact with ores. I’m sick 
—have been doctoring, and my money is all gone. I would 
like to get back to Colorado, and in return for food and 
shelter I’d be glad to guide your party.” 

After a brief conference between Swan and the rest of 
us, it was agreed that Packer should be engaged to guide 
and assist with the four-horse team belonging to the man 
with whom he was going to mess, in payment for his 
meals on the way. With the exception of Packer, who was 
penniless, there was considerable money among us. I re¬ 
member well that old man Swan carried about six thousand 
dollars in a money-belt beneath his shirt. 

With Packer at the head we started out, traveled weeks 
without any incident of importance occurring, and finally 
arrived safely at Saguache, near where the town of Gunni¬ 
son, Colorado, is now located. In those days the place 
was little more than a cattle camp, with one saloon owned 
by Larry Doland, and a store operated by Otto Mcars. 
While neither of these two men play much of a part in 
this narrative, much of the history of Colorado’s early 
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progress is wov¬ 
en about them. 
Upon our arrival 
in Saguache we 
made camp and 
built ourselves 
temporary shel¬ 
ters of brush and 
poles. To all ap¬ 
pearances Pack¬ 
er's duties were at an end, and as a means of 
livelihood he busied himself at one thing and 
another, whatever the limited demands of the 
community afforded. 

At the end of several weeks, 
Swan and four others—Wilson 
Bell. George Noon, Frank 
Miller, and James Humphreys 
—decided to attempt crossing 
the rough country to the Los 
Pinos Indian Agency. They 
asked Packer if he could guide 
the party there. He said he 
thought he could, claiming that 
while he did not know' exactly 
where the Agency was, he knew 
the country generally. Myself 
and - the remaining members of 
the original party decided to 
remain in Saguache for the 
time being. 

After a night of celebration 
and general hilarity, the six 
men left at dawn on what 
terminated in one of the most 
eventful and horrible adven¬ 
tures in the history of the early 
West. With the exception of 
Packer, this w f as the last time 
that any of the party was seen alive. 

During the noon hour, seventy-two days after the party 
of six had left Saguache, a group of men lounged about 
the Los Pinos Agency. Shambling across the crusted snow 
toward them, they saw the most wretched and wildest 
looking human being they had ever set eyes upon. On 
drawing closer, the man’s clothing was seen to be in rags 
and tied to him with thongs of rawhide. Pieces of blanket 
were tied about his feet in lieu of shoes. His face was 
covered with a bristling and matted beard, and that part 
of the skin which showed, had been frosted and blistered 
by the cold. Yet despite the undoubtable hardships the 
man had experienced, as shown by his appearance, he w'as 
in fair flesh. He carried a rifle and a long-bladed skinning 
knife. But I am getting a bit ahead of myself. 

jV/l YSKLF, Preston Nutter, and five others of the original 
Utah expedition, had made another change of plans 
We had followed closely upon the footsteps of Swan's 
party to Los Pinos but. making the trip in the company 
of a teamster, had followed a different route and had 
arrived at the Agency fifteen days previously. We had 
become anxious when we learned that nothing had been 
heard of Swan and our other comrades. In fact, we were 
ready to begin search when the stranger staggered into 
Los Pinos. We immediately recognized the wretched man 
as Packer. 


If you were asked: “Does Cannibalism 
exist in the U. S. A.?” the chances are 
you would shout: “Incredible!” “Impos¬ 
sible!” But read and be convinced 



Alfred Packer, convicted of murder 
and Cannibalism in Colorado 

(This is an actual photograph --the only one 
known to exist) 


Colorado 


By 

“RATTLESNAKE JOE” 


as told to 



“Where is the rest of the party?” Nutter asked eagerly. 
“Don’t know,” Packer replied. “They got mad at me— 
fussed about the right direction to go, and this and that. 
Finally they struck out for themselves. They are still out 
there somewhere, I reckon.” 

He then described a lake 
where they had all camped 


PRESTON LANGLEY HICKEY 


finally came to the lake fork of the Gunnison River. Here 
Packer suddenly became confused, claimed that he per¬ 
sonally was lost, and refused to go any farther. 

Nutter, angered and worried beyond all caution, shouted: 
“You led those men out here and- killed them!” 

Not only was 
that an insult, 
but a direct 
accusation of a 


"If I killed 
five men, 
you find 
t h e m ! ’ * 
Packer’s 
tone was one 
of ridicule 


last. The Indian at the Agency confirmed his description, 
and said that there was such a lake some fifty miles out 
in the hills. 

YY7 HEN Packer had been fed, reclothed, and was fully 
” rested from his harrowing experiences out on the 
wintry open lands, a party was formed consisting of myself. 
Preston Nutter, H. F. Lauter, the Agency clerk, five other 
white men and three or four Indians. We set out in 
search of the missing men. Packer readily consented to 
act as guide. 

Following his camp sites and tracks for two weeks, we 


serious na¬ 
ture. and 
for a few 
seconds the 
situation 
was tense. I 
drew back 
because it 

appeared that Packer must surely draw his pistol and either 
avenge himself or be shot to death while doing so, and I 
had no desire to be in the way of any stray bullets once 
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the shooting began. However, whether because he was so 
hopelessly outnumbered or because he didn’t attach any 
particular importance to Nutter’s remark, he suddenly 
relaxed and answered: 


‘VV7 ELL, then you find them.” His tone was one of 

™ ridicule. 

“I don’t reckon you would leave their bcdies where they 
could be found readily,” Nutter 
told him in derision. And 
then : “Where did you get that 
knife you are carrying? It 
belongs to Miller.” 

At this Packer’s small eyes 
Hashed an angry red as he 
glared at Nutter, but he replied 
in something like his natural 
voice. 

“Miller left the knife stick¬ 
ing in a tree and I 
fetched.it on out.” 

Having accom¬ 
plished nothing, we 


finally returned to Los Pinos. A close watch was kept on 
Packer and his movements, though not openly. Despite 
the mild manner in which Packer had accepted the accusa¬ 
tion that he had killed five men. I knew it would not be 
wise to press this matter too far lest Packer openly resent 
it and draw his gun. This I told Nutter. 

Nutter was not afraid and fdt fairly certain that if such 
an incident did come to pass, he would have at least a 
fifty-fifty chance against his antagonist. 
But then, I pointed out to Nutter that if 
he killed Packer and Packer knew the 


Bell and I made a solemn compact not 
to kill each other for food 
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whereabouts of his companions, all possible chance of his 
divulging just where they were would be gone; again, there 
was just the possibility that, after all, Packer and Swan 
had had some misunderstanding, and that Packer knew 
nothing of them. 

Nevertheless, Packer was the topic of much discussion, 
and strong suspicion was turned to almost certain con¬ 
viction of guilt when, a few days after we had returned 
from our futile search, Packer went to Saguache by a 
direct route instead of over the .barrens. There he pur¬ 
chased a horse, saddle and bridle; some clothing and a 
pair of shoes—all of which he paid for in cash. And to 
add fuel to a fire that was already burning fiercely, he 
began spending money freely over the bar of Larry Doland’s 
saloon. 

NOWING that when we had first met Packer some 
four months before he had been sick and penniless, 
knowing also that since that time he had been almost con¬ 
stantly associated with some one of our number and had 
had no opportunity to become possessor of any large sum 
of money, we held a conference. The result was that 
Nutter immediately put the whole matter before General 
Uriah Adams, who was in charge of the Los Pinos Agency. 
General Adams had been away on official business during 


Government. You are wanted for questioning about the 
disappearance of Swan and the rest of our comrades.” 

“The United States Government . . . wants me?” asked 
Packer, more as though he were trying to assimilate this 
astounding information himself, than asking for a con¬ 
firmation of what he had heard. 

“That’s it!” 

“\/ERY well,” he said at length. “One minute, please. 

* Will you and your party have a drink? No?” as 
Nutter shook his head. “You have no objections if I finish 
mine? Thank you.” Packer turned to the bar, drank his 
slowly, put down the glass, and then- 

No one knew just how it happened, but he was suddenly 
facing us and brandishing two six-guns menacingly before 
our eyes. We drew back in alarm. We knew that Packer 
was drunk, and were not certain as to just what he would 
do. But, with the exception of the faintest trace of a sneer 
on his lips, he appeared mild and unemotional. 

“I could shoot Hell out of you all right now before any 
of you had a chance to move, if I wanted to,” he said 
slowly and very distinctly. “If you never knew before, 
Nutter, that I could handle a gun, you know it now. You 
say the United States Government or one of its representa¬ 
tives wants to question me. Very well. I don’t want any 


“DACKER told his story to General Adams,” says Rattlesnake Joe. 

* “With the exception of myself and Preston Nutter, I fail to 
recall the names of the other witnesses, but Packer's statement is on 
record in the State of Colorado: 

“ ‘When I and the five men whom I was guiding left Ouray's Camp, 
we carried what we supposed were sufficient provisions-' ” 

Then-followed a story without parallel in the records of crime. 


the foregoing episodes, and had only just returned. Being 
the military authority of that section of the country—this 
was long before the days of police departments and detec¬ 
tives in the West—the feeling that in our story he had a 
case that should receive his attention. General Adams 
ordered that Packer be brought before him. 

Nutter rounded up his followers again, myself included, 
and at night, one week later, we rode into Saguache. We 
knew that in Saguache or any part of Colorado adjacent 
Packer was in his own territory and almost certain to be 
among friends, despite the crime of which he was suspected; 
therefore Nutter cautioned us to be very careful of what 
we said and did. As was expected, we found Packer in 
Doland’s saloon, fairly intoxicated and buying drinks for 
the house. 

AT the sound of many approaching feet, as we entered 
the door, all eyes were turned toward us. Nutter 
walked straight up to Packer and stood looking at him. 
He seemed at a loss how to begin, and the rest of us stood 
near the door, looking somewhat foolish, but keeping our 
right hands always within easy reach of our guns. Before 
our own leader could speak. Packer addressed him. 

“Well, Nutter,” he said, “what can I do for you?” 

“Come with us, and come quietly,” answered Nutter 
steadily. “We have been sworn in and are acting under 
orders of General Adams, representing the United States 


argument with the Government, so I’ll go along with you. 
I could back out now and never show my face again, but 
I won’t. I have nothing to fear. I trust you are a man, 
Nutter, despite your apparent aversion to me. and that you 
won’t treat me as a prisoner on the way back.” 

Nutter promised. He was too dumbfounded at this 
speech from a supposed culprit to do or say much of 
anything. 

Packer seemed satisfied. He calmly replaced his guns in 
their respective holsters, shook hands with Doland, nodded 
good-by to several others, and accompanied us out of the 
saloon, where we mounted our horses and rode away. 

“Packer,” began General Adams some days later, when 
we had brought the suspected man before him, “you are 
suspected of having made away with and robbing the 
party of five men whom you were to guide here from 
Saguache. You were penniless when you left Salt Lake, 
or so you claimed. May I ask where you got the money 
you have recently spent in Saguache?” 

“I sold my rifle,” was the ready reply. 

“V/ES, you sold your rifle for ten dollars. The new 

4 shoes and clothes you have on cost about that much. 
(Those were the days when a little money went a long 
way.) You paid seventy dollars for a horse and equip¬ 
ment. You spent money at Doland’s in card games and 
for liquor. Yoa will have to (Continued on page %) 




The 



Joe Epstein found the 
vault and the safe 
locked that Monday 
morning. But when he 
opened the safe- 
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T HOUGH I have every reason to want the contrary, I 
have no desire to be a detective. The glory of be¬ 
coming a modern Sherlock Holmes, a Deadwood Dick, 
a Nick Carter, or any of the rest of the celebrated 
characters of detective fiction, holds no charms for me. I 
am, in a word, a scribbler. Like my brothers of the writing 
world, Conan Doyle and the rest, I have created many, 
many, detectives. But be one? Never. My experiences in 
the case known as the “Great Movie Robbery” ought to show 
why I feel as I do. 

In my home town, Chicago, I have by some means or 
other left the impression with my friends that I possess a 
keen analytical brain so far as criminal matters are con¬ 
cerned. How in the name of the Lord they ever got that 
impression is beyond me. There are times whep I think 
that most of my friends are morons. I have a decided 
leaning toward that conviction whenever they tell me that 
my work compares favorably with Doyle’s. I am not by 
any stretch of the imagination a Doyle, and I know it; hence 
it is embarrassing to be told that I am in that master’s class. 
This reputation that my friends have built up for me was 


By 

JACK MILBURN 


the sole cause for my being ushered into the in¬ 
vestigation of the Extravaganza Theater robbery. 
I went into it against my will. 

“Why not?” my friend Jimmy Howard asked me. 

“Simply fiecause it would be unethical. I'm a writer and 
not a detective. I have no desire to incur the enmity of 
detectives with whom I'm acquainted by going into a case 
they’re already working on. Besides, what I don’t know 
about the detection of crime would fill a book.” 

"But,”—Jimmy was a persistent devil—“a man who can 
write the detective stories that you write, must be a detec¬ 
tive at heart. Come on| be a sport.” 

“Not so long as there are detectives at work on the case.” 
I still stuck to my excuse, thinking that it would dis¬ 
courage Jimmy. 

But it didn’t. 


“fOE EPSTEIN is my friend,” he said. “He’s lost a lot 
J of money. Those detectives haven’t done a thing, and 
they’ve been at work on the case now for over a week.” 

Joe Epstein was the senior member of the firm that owned 
the Extravaganza Theater, one of the biggest in Chicago. 

You may be able to imagine my surprise when my friend 
Jimmy Howard came to me after my persistent refusal to 
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MOVIE ROBBERY 

Two days’ gate receipts of a large motion-picture 
theater represented a fortune to Epstein & Paulitz. 
Between sundown on Sunday and dawn on Monday, 
the vault and safe of their theater were robbed. No 
explosives, no machines, were used. Who got the 
money? And how? 


enter into the investigation, with the statement that he had 
persuaded Joe Epstein to dismiss the private detectives who 
had been at work on the case. 

“That alibi’s shot all to pieces now, Jack,” he said to me. 
"Come on and find out who burglarized Joe’s vault.” 

AND so I consented to investigate the robbery which had 
** baffled the best men in an internationally known agency. 
The facts of the case are 
these: 

Some time between midnight 
on Sunday, .February 10th, and 
ten o’clock Monday morning, 

February 11th, the safe and 
vault of the theater had been 
plundered of $4,517.85, the re¬ 
ceipts from the Saturday and 
Sunday performances. The 
robbery was discovered by 
Joe Epstein when he opened 
the vault Monday morning. 

The vault was locked. The 
safe inside the vault was 
locked. But the money gone 
as if by magic. Absolutely no 
evidence showed that anything 
had been forced open. The 
supposition of some of the 
private detectives was that the 
combinations of the vault and 
the safe were worked by some modern Jimmy Valentine. 
The other supposition was “an inside job.” Another was 
that somebody in the firm had turned crooked, a case of 
cheating cheaters. 

•The supposition that the combinations had been manipu¬ 
lated, I dismissed. I knew too many safe and bank burglars, 
knew too much about their methods and knew too much 
about the construction of vaults and safes, to entertain that 
impossible hypothesis for a moment. In addition to that, 
those Jimmy Valentine fellows were types about which one 
reads but never meets. 

Of course the robbery bore every evidence of an inside 
job. That was about the only tenable supposition that could 
stand up; it was the angle upon which I went to work. 

Three members of the firm had the combinations to the 
vault and safe and the inside “strong box” which held the 
cash. These three people were Joe Epstein; A. Paulitz, 
Epstein’s partner; and the cashier, Robert Anderson. Every¬ 


body looked the same to me. I decided to place everybody 
under suspicion until they had been eliminated, partners as 
well as employees. There were five employees, Mabel Mor- 
rowitz, bookkeeper; Sarah Wirtz, stenographer; Willie 
Marks, an office boy; and Albert Casey, a janitor. The 
ushers, camera operator, and others in the theater proper, I 
passed by. 

Within twenty-four hours I had satisfied myself as to the 
complete innocence of all these 
employees. None of them had 
a chance to get to the safe or 
vault after the theater was 
closed Sunday night. Every 
one of them was able to ac¬ 
count for his or her where¬ 
abouts from the time that they 
left the theater Sunday night 
until they returned to it Mon¬ 
day morning at ten o’clock. 

This brought the investiga¬ 
tion down to Epstein, Paulitz, 
and the cashier, Anderson. I 
hadn’t finger-printed them at 
the time I had finger-printed 
the employees of the theater, 
and so I requested it of them 
now. I had found no prints 
on the scene of the crime, but 
I never knew what might turn 
up. Epstein and Paulitz had 
no objections, but Anderson was indignation personified 
when I suggested the matter to him. 

“You think I’m a crook?” he shouted. 

“Of course not.” I tried to assure him. “Nobody has 
intimated any such thing.” 

LJIS face was livid with rage. “Aren’t you intimating it 
4 * when you ask permission to take my finger-prints? 
What do you call that, I should like to know—if it isn’t an 
intimation of my complicity in this robbery ?” 

"Now, now, Mr. Anderson, I haven’t an idea in the world 
that you had any part in the robbery, not a bit of it. I have 
finger-printed everybody connected with the management, 
from the office boy up to the members of the firm. I’m try¬ 
ing to find out who burglarized the vault, and I don’t see why 
you shouldn’t want to assist me by letting me have your 
finger-prints. What’s the objection, pray?” 

“I won’t stand for the kind of treatment criminals get!” 


C ONAN DOYLE, world-renowned au¬ 
thor of the “Sherlock Holmes” de¬ 
tective stories, often was summoned by 
Scotland Yard and the police in various 
parts of Great Britain to lend his aid on 
a crime problem. Jack Milburn, the 
well-known writer of detective stories, 
was called in to investigate the rob¬ 
bery of the Extravaganza movie theater 
in Chicago when detectives failed. This 
story, written by himself, is the result of 
his work. 
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My man watched while- 


Anderson’s refusal to submit to the finger-printing proc¬ 
ess aroused my suspicion. I was certain now that he knew 
something about the robbery he wished to conceal, and I 
was determined to “get” him. 

I let him rest for a day or two before I decided to go 
after him again. Meanwhile I advised Epstein and Paulitz 
just what I intended to do. 

“I think Anderson is under cover with something, and I 
believe that I can make him talk,” I told them. 

“No, no,” Epstein shook his head.. “Anderson’s all right. 
He’s been with us for nine years. You’re all wrong about 
him.” 

“I agree with you there, Joe,” Paulitz cut into the con¬ 
versation. “And I’ll tell you another thing: He’s going to 
quit if we annoy him any more. Those de¬ 
tectives were after him every day while 
they were on the case. The fellow’s on 
the verge of nervous prostration, Joe.” 

“Anderson's all right,” Epstein re¬ 
iterated his belief in the cashier. 

I was rather aggravated my¬ 
self by this time. “Gentle¬ 
men,” I said, “either you’re 
going to let me have the 
right to handle this in¬ 
vestigation as I think 
it should be handled, 
or you can take your 
robbery and go to 
hell with it right 
this minute. Now 
there’s my ultima¬ 
tum. What are you 
going to do about 
it? Let me have an 
answer quick!” 


“Well now—er,” Epstein stuttered. 

“I don’t think it’s going to come to that,” Paulitz said. 

“You haven’t answered my ultimatum.” I was determined 
that they weren’t going to evade the answer, so I sat and 
waited. 

“Maybe he’s right, Joe,” Paulitz remarked. 

“Maybe he is.” 

“Then that means that you’re willing to be spectators in 
this affair instead of directors, does it?” 


O ahead—go ahead. Do what you feel like doing if you 
think you can catch the crook and get our money back 
for us.” Epstein looked at me in what I thought was a 
rather impersonal manner. His only thought was the money. 

“I’ll guarantee to 
catch the crook and re¬ 
cover your money if 
you’ll guarantee to keep 
your mouths shut and 
let me work as I see 
fit.” I was sore as the 
proverbial boil, and I 
made no effort to con¬ 
ceal it. 

“Go ahead and do as 
you like,” Epstein said. 

“Of course. Why 
not ?” Paulitz agreed. 

Thereafter I went 
for Anderson tooth and 
nail. I began by check¬ 
ing up his mode of 
living. He was some¬ 
thing of a sport, though 
not to an alarming ex¬ 
tent. He was a mar¬ 
ried man. He and his 
wife had been sepa¬ 
rated, and he was pay¬ 
ing her, so Epstein told 
me, twenty-five dollars 
a week alimony. He 
was receiving a salary, 
of seventy-five dollars 
a week, which left him 
fifty to live on. out of 
which I learned he was 
contributing to the sup¬ 
port of a stout blond 
lady over on the West 
Side. 

I checked him up for 
about two weeks. Then 
he began to spend money 
freely. He bought an auto¬ 
mobile for which he paid 
eighteen hundred dollars in one 
payment. When he bought the 
automobile my suspicions were 
stronger than ever that he h^d 
stolen the money. 


YITfHEN I communicated to Ep- 
™ stein and Paulitz what I had 
discovered about Anderson, they 
were lijce a couple of rip-roaring 
maniacs. 

“He bought for eighteen hun¬ 
dred dollars an automobile?” Ep- 
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stein roared: “That’s our money he’s spending. That’s 
our money sure as I'm alive.” 

Paulitz was equally positive that Anderson had stolen 
the money, after he had heard about the automobile. 

“How can a man who’s 
earning seventy-five dollars a 
week pay eighteen hundred 
dollars for an automobile?” 
he exclaimed. 

“I’ll try to make him an¬ 
swer those questions if you’ll 
bring him into the office,” I 
told them. 

Epstein told his stenogra¬ 
pher to send Mr. Anderson 
into his office right away. 

“Anderson,” I got up on 
my feet and shouted at him 
just as soon as he came into the 
office, “where did you get all that 
money that you've been spend¬ 
ing lately?” 

“All what money?” He was 
extremely nervous. 

“Why, you’re getting 
seventy-five dollars a week 
here as cashier. Will you 
please tell me how you 
can afford to pay your 
wife twenty-five dollars a 
week alimony, keep 
lady on the side, and 
buy an eighteen-hun- 
dred-dollar automo¬ 
bile?” 

He was getting 
cooler by degrees, 
and I thought 


When he told me that I just sat down in the chair and 
laughed. Who ^hasn’t heard of the rich-uncle alibi that 
violators of confidences resort to when cornered? My sus¬ 
picions were now pyramided to the sky. If I ever enter¬ 
tained any doubts as to the 
man’s guilt, this rich-uncle 
alibi dissipated them ab¬ 
solutely. 

w much did 
rich uncle 
leave you, Mr. 
Anderson ?” 


that he was thinking 
before he answered my 
questions, thinking out 
the answers before he 
replied to the questions so as to avoid traps or damaging 
admissions. 

“Oh!” and he smiled. “It's easy to explain where 1 got 
the money.” he declared. 

“Well, explain.” 

He continued to grin at me as though he held me in con¬ 
tempt as a detective and a cross-examiner. “That money 
was left to me by mv uncle.” 


-Anderson and the blonde 

packed for a journey 


I was still laughing when I asked this 
question. 

"Forty-five hundred collars,” he said. 
The two employers were now up in 
the air when they heard about the forty- 
five hundred dollars. They got up out of 
their chairs and walked about the office, 
talking and gesticulating like a couple 
of men who had suddenly lost millions. 
Anderson was entirely calm and col¬ 
lected. 

“Who’s the uncle? What's his name? Where does he 
live? When did you receive this forty-five hundred dol¬ 
lars ?” I shot at him. 

And here’s the story he told: . 


LJ1S mother’s brother, Philip A. Abbott, had migrated to 
Australia twenty years ago. He had left home because 
of a misunderstanding wkh his father. He was an in¬ 
ordinately ambitious fellow, a fellow who dreamt of be¬ 
coming wealthy some day. Anderson’s mother and her 
brother (Abbott) had been (Continued on page R8) 
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C ONTRARY to the popular impression, 
a detective’s life is seldom at stake. 

He is an investigator, not an open 
combatant in the war against crime. 

He holds at least some of the cards in a 
given situation, and should be able to play 
them in such a way as to safeguard himself. 

But there are cases in which the above does 
not hold good. Sinister, brutally contested 
cases which are almost suicidal for the detec¬ 
tive, since the suspicion that one has touched 
them is enough to incite murder. I have just 
been in an affair of the kind, and am less 
astonished at the way it ended than at my 
own luck to be alive. 

It started last fall, shortly after I had re¬ 
turned to Paris from New York. My errand 
in the latter city had been to protect a celebrated French 
racehorse, and that story I have already told. I had 
earned a big fee. But my absence had caused possible 
clients to take their problems elsewhere. I was sitting in 
my office without an item on the books, when my secretary 
announced the name of a caller, a Senorita Solita Garcia. 

The woman entered, and took a chair beside my desk. 
She was young and very beautiful, obviously Spanish as 
her name had implied, but with high cheek bones and a 
tinge of copper in her complexion that suggested Indian 
blood and caused me to place her as a South American. 
This impression was.at once confirmed by her stating that 
she came from Venezuela. 


Senorita Garcia handed me a 
dried poinsettia leaf. “This 
was his last communication,” 
she said 


Felipe Garcia, Venezuelan 
dictator’s hatred. His sister 
Rops to go to Venezuela, 
dictator, and free her brother 
Rops could not resist the 
that would try every 


be willing to go on a mission to my country. If you are 
not able to leave France, I cannot talk. I must take into 
my confidence only one detective, the one I employ. I 
shall be safer so.” 

. Her wariness aroused my interest, but did not surprise 
me. It is part of my business to know the conditions that 
are peculiar to every country. The name Venezuela would 
have been just a name to the average Frenchman. To me, 
it meant the sole republic of the New World that is still 
ruled by a dictator. Juan Vicente Gomez, of Venezuela, 
is a merciless tyrant, who rode into power fifteen years 
ago. and has maintained himself by making it an offense 
punishable by death or torture even to criticize his regime. 
His jails are the worst hell-holes since the Bastille fell. 

I looked Senorita Garcia steadily in the eyes. “The case 


is political,” I said. “You want me to save a relative. 
First discover what prison he’s in, and then help him to 
fight or buy his way out of it. Good. No native agent 
would remain at large long enough to turn the trick. A 
foreigner might succeed, eh?” 

IT amuses me to launch simple deductions like that at 
1 people who fear to be frank. It breaks down their hesi¬ 
tancy and brings out the details, lacking which it is im¬ 
possible for a detective to decide whether he can work 
for them. Senorita Garcia stared back at me in amazed 
silence for several minutes, and then began to cry. When 
she recovered her poise, the necessities of the situation 
were clear to her, and she told her whole story. 



By EUSTACHE ROPS 

Celebrated French Detective 


aristocrat, was a victim of a 
in Paris implored Eustache 
match wits with the country’s, 
from dungeon confinement, 
challenge that lay in a case 
ounce of his mettle. 


course, I had been right. The Garcias were an old 
^ and wealthy family whp had opposed the dictator. 
The parents, a brother named Felipe, and my visitor, Solita, 
had escaped to France with most of their fortune in gold 
and bonds. But Felipe had had strong convictions about 
his duty. He had returned to Venezuela, to start a revolu¬ 
tion. A few letters had been received from him. and then 
he had disappeared without leaving a trace. He might, of 
course, have been murdered by bandits or in a private 
brawl, but it was more probable that Gomez had sent him 
to rot in jail. That had been three years ago. 

Now the old father was dead, and the money was tied 
up because of the absence of information concerning 
Felipe’s fate. If alive, he was the sole inheritor and the 


head of the family. His consent was needed before Solita 
could marry a Parisian to whom she had become engaged. 
Without his signature, she could have no dowry, as is 
customary in France. 

“God knows, his safety is the most important thing to 
us!” the girl sobbed. “And it isn’t that we haven’t tried 
‘o find him. But, as you said, Venezuelan detectives aren’t 
allowed to go very far with a political case. We'll 
pay you any fee you want to charge, because we 
are sure you will succeed.” 

“In rescuing him? But Gomez will probably be 
able to prevent my doing that,” I retorted bluntly, 
in order not to arouse false hopes. 

“If you tell us where he is—alive or dead 
—we shall consider the money well spent,” 
she answered. 

ASKED for documents, and she gave me 
a photograph of the young man, as well 
as the letters he had written after returning 
to his country. The last-named were dated 
from the capital, Caracas, and were 
discreetly silent on all except the most 
harmless topics. He had written that 
he was well, that he had visited cer¬ 
tain friends, had attended a bull-fight, 
etc. 

“There was also this—we didn’t 
know what to make of it,” she said, 
and took from an envelope addressed 
in his writing a dried leaf. “It was 
his last communication to us.” 

The leaf she held was from the 
poinsettia, a tropical tree of which 
the foliage is blood red. I examined 
it closely, and although it was un¬ 
marked and seemed to have no signifi¬ 
cance except as a sentimental keep¬ 
sake. I was oddly stirred. A clue of the sort is like a 
challenge to bring the utmost finesse to the practice of 
my calling. 

I ended by accepting Solita Garcia's mission. 


17OUR weeks afterwards, I landed at the port of La 

Guavra, and proceeded to the capital by the spectacular 
railroad that takes hours to wind its way up the steep 
mountain range, though the distance is barely thirty miles. 
Caracas is a gaudy little city, with a mild climate as a 
result of its elevation, and yet utterly tropical in appear¬ 
ance, temperament and morals. 

Never have I found myself in a falser, more difficult, 
situation than awaited me there. It was out of the ques¬ 
tion to consult the local police, since they were forbidden 
even to have opinions about revolutionists who had dis¬ 
appeared. I could, and did, go to the French Minister, 
on the chance that he might know something. But at the 
first word of my errand he reproached me bitterly. I was 
attempting the impossible, he said. At the first sign of 
curiosity on my part, I would be arrested, and then the 
anger of Gomez might be visited upon all Frenchmen. 

I smiled, reminded him that it was his duty to protect 
me in case I got into trouble, and went my way. The 
ethics of his position, at all events, would prevent him from 
betraying my confidence. 

If I could have found the political friends of Felipe 
Garcia, they would doubtless have been helpful. But they, 
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too, had vanished. His purely social friends were useless, 
for the reason tliat he had kept his schemes carefully hidden 
from them. They had lost him from their circle suddenly, 
and the cause remained an enigma. 

TTHE sole bit of evidence which had not been neutralized 
1 by his own caution was the poinsettia leaf. The more I 
thought about it, the more valu¬ 
able a clue it seemed. I had 
noted that the envelope in which 
it had been sent 
was of a cheap qual¬ 
ity, and that the 


On the day I visited 
San Carlos prison, a 
knife came hurling 
past my head 


stamp had been affixed at 
a clumsy angle in the 
lower left hand corner. 

Cultivated persons, the 
world over, follow an un¬ 
conscious etiquette in regard 
to postage stamps. They place 
the latter neatly in the upper 
right hand corner of the 
envelope. It is a sure sign of 
illiteracy to do otherwise. 

17 ELI PE’S keepsake, there- 
* fore, though addressed by 
himself, had been stamped and 
mailed by some one else. A 
servant, or some ignorant 
fellow-conspirator of his 
party ? Probably. The cheap 
envelope was of the sort such 
a person might have supplied 
on request and then under- 
taken to dispatch. But I kept 
a loophole open for the idea 
that it had not been a mere servant who had been respon 
sible. Felipe, like most young South Americans of his 
class, would scarcely have been above amusing himself 
with girls of lowly origin. If I could find his sweetheart 
of the date which the postmark luckily had registered 
clearly, she might be able to tell me something about the leaf 
—and about him. 


Trailing a girl would be a less perilous approach for me, 
anyway, than questioning men in tyrant-ridden Caracas. 

A little casual sleuthing among his family connections 
revealed that Felipe had been a regular patron of the 
Cafe de la Estrella, a resort of no great pretensions in a 
side street off the central Plaza. I adopted it as my own, 
and was to be seen there in the afternoons and evenings. 

• Through the gossipy proprie- 

— — tor, 1 gave it out that I was a 

French business man, with time 
on my hands 

while I waited 

for a deal to ma¬ 
ture. 

South American 


A 


cafes are all of 
a pattern. They 
have leather-cov¬ 
ered divans, round 
tables and many 
mirrors, in imita¬ 
tion of the cafes 
of Paris. Unlike 
the latter, they ca¬ 
ter only to men of 
» a sporty type. The 

women habitues, other than 
prostitutes, are dancers and 
singers who .stage an ama¬ 
teurish cabaret show toward 
midnight. Gambling goes on, 
unrestrained, in a back room. 

NY one could make 
friends with the girls at 
the Estrella. A group of 
Army officers, however, 
headed by a Captain Renaldo, 
claimed first call on their 
company, and scowled jeal¬ 
ously at civilians. This 
seemed a complication until 
I decided it was a good thing 
for me to fix myself in the minds of officers as a fellow 
interested only in cheap love-making. I started to compete 
with them, and though I know' Spanish perfectly, I pre¬ 
tended that their insults went over my head. In a few 
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days, I brought them to the point of accepting me as a 
tactless but amusing foreigner. The Captain asked me to 
take a drink with them, and all was well. 

Among the girls I proceeded with the utmost caution. 
Unless I drew out of one that she had frequented the cafe 
three years before, I asked her no questions bearing on 
Felipe Garcia. At last, one of the old-timers mentioned 
him of her own accord. 

“In the days before the Army began to infest this cafe, 
it was a great place for revolutionists," she said. 

“V^ES?” I replied, interestedly, but felt it wise to add: 

* “Why do you speak of the officers in that tone? They 
seem like good fellows to me.” 

“The officers!" she jeered. “They are stingy with the 
little money they earn. Yet they insist on the right to 
order us around." 

“The others treated you .better?” I asked casually. 

“Ah, yes! The revolutionists were mostly nice boys. 
Life was just 
a gamble to 
them, you see. 

It’s dangerous 
to plot in 
Venezuela.- So 
they spent 
what they had, 
and we shared 
in their fun." 

“What has 
become of 
them?" 

“Who knows? Some 
were shot. Others dis¬ 
appeared. The one I 
miss most is Felipe." 

“Felipe Garcia?” I 
ventured. 

“The same. God 
knows what they have 
done with him!” 

“You were in love 
with him, perhaps?” 

“No, Seiior. It was 
my little friend, Do¬ 
lores Peralta, who had 
an affair with him. 

But because I was her 
comrade, he was good 
to me, also. Ah, what 
a fine Caballero!" 

“Where is Dolores?" 

“In San Carlos— 
these two years past. 

She was wrongfully 
accused of stealing an 
officer’s watch.” 

I was in possession 
of a splen¬ 
did lead. 

From my 
first day in 
the coun¬ 
try, I had 

wanted an _ 

excuse to 
visit the 

San Carlos prison at La Guayra. It was there that the 
majority of important political captives were held. They 
were in dungeons below the level of the sea, and access 
to them was absolutely forbidden. But the rest of the 
prison housed ordinary criminals. I figured that* once 
within its walls, I was shrewd detective enough to locate 


my man, if he were there. Now I saw a way to get in, 
and at the same time to question the girl who had been 
closest to Felipe. 

IF I, as a foreigner, had asked for a blanket permit to 
1 enter San Carlos, it would have been refused, and I 
should immediately have fallen under suspicion. But an 
interview with a woman I could name, and in whom I 
could pretend to have a personal interest, was a different 
proposition. Latin-American officials are naively sympa¬ 
thetic to anything that savors of romance. 

Steering clear of the French Minister this time, I asiced 
our Consul General to endorse my request for a pass to 
see Dolores Peralta in jail. He did so, mechanically. I 
told the proper functionary that Dolores was an old sweet¬ 
heart, and the pass was granted with smiles and winks. 

On a blistering tropic day, I plunged down the sides of 
the mountains, by means of the fantastic railroad, to La 
Guayra. There, at sea level, one’s throat strangled in the 
hot, still air. Underfoot, a fine dust was inches deep. I 
was on the verge of sunstroke 
before I reached San Carlos, 
which is a castle dating back 
to Spanish colonial times, and 


Captain Renaldo was in 
the caf6, waiting to hear 
my death-cry! 


which juts far out into the harbor, its parapets bounded 
on three sides by shimmering green water that somehow 
appears more burning than the land. 

The gates were heavily guarded by soldiers, brown as 
mahogany, looking very small in their ill-fitting cotton 
uniforms, but armed with rifles and fixed bayonets that 
overtopped them. A corf>oral took me into the governor’s 
office, where a rat-faced military clerk examined my papers 
and peered back at me. 


TAO you want the woman brought up here? 
he asked. 

I took a chance 
lax than it is in civilized jails. * 
of seeing her in her cell,” I said, 
gold coin across his desk. 

“Oh, all right!” he answered, 
pocketed the money carelessly. “ 
this weather, you’re welcome to 
He guided me across a court- 


on discipline being more 
I’d appreciate the privacy 
and shoved a Venezuelan 


His eyes glittered, but he 
If you can stand a cell in 
the experience.” 

(Continued on page 70) 



For one instant Jessie 
Broume looked beyond 
convention 


Not in the 
EVIDENCE 


Jessie Broume 
found the man she 
loved shot to death. 
Immediately she set 
to work to build up 
a case against her¬ 
self. Why? Here is 
a mystery without 
parallel in criminal 
annals 


By ELI COLTER 


T HE dead man lay breast downward in the grass. Not 
sprawled in loose, ungainly fashion, but composed 
straightly, one foot crossed above the other, the right 
arm under his brow, the left arm thrown carelessly 
outward, in a seeming attitude of relaxed repose. 

The woman, on her knees at his side, bit her lip as she re¬ 
flected that even in death he was sensuously graceful, luring 
to the senses of sight and touch. With a small amount of 
effort she turned him over. He had not been a big man. 
The wound which, in the clear moonlight, showed black 
against his white temple, had not bled profusely. Only one 
small rill of red wandered across his forehead just above 
the eyebrow and ran down the ridge of his nose. 

The woman hurriedly searched through his pockets for 
his handkerchief. She also removed her own handkerchief 
from her handbag. With the smaller square of linen she 
carefully wiped the blood from his face. Folding the stained 
cloth into a small pad, she placed it Over the wound and 
bound it there with the larger handkerchief, knotting it 
securely about the man’s head with the unspotted, initialed 
piece of lawn. After which she sat back upon her heels, 
surveying his face steadily. 

“I’m glad you’re dead.” There was upon her set features 
a strange and awful peace. “I should not have had the 
courage to suggest such a way out, even to God himself. 
But now that it’s done, I’m glad.” She laid her ungloved 
right hand gently upon the still warm cheek. “Well, the 
rest is up to me, isn’t it?" 

Across the short stretch of field she heard a clear, mellow 
whistle. She removed her hand from the dead face and held 
herself rigid, listening. Momentarily she had forgotten thq 
road a few paces away. 

“Hullo!” she exclaimed under her breath. “What luck!” 


Then raising her voice she called: “Hullo, over there! 
Come here, will you?” 

The whistle ceased abruptly, and after a moment a man’s 
voice answered hesitantly: 

“Yes? Someone in trouble?” 

“No. Out of trouble. Dead. Would you mind coming 
over?” 

• 

CILENCE followed. It lasted so long that she was about 
*^to call again. Then she saw a very large man emerge 
from the shadow of the trees by the road and advance warily 
toward her. Within a few steps he paused, peering down at 
her and at the man on the ground. Quietly he asked: 

“Is he really dead?” 

“I think he is. I hope so,” the woman rejoined, as quietly. 
"You might find out for your own satisfaction.” 

Without replying the man advanced still farther and knelt 
by the figure on the ground. The most perfunctory glance 
at close range was quite enough. He straightened his back 
and looked across the dead man to the woman. 

"Dead as he'll ever be,” he agreed. “Murdered?” • 

“Yes, certainly.” The woman’s eyes lowered to the face 
of the dead man. “He wasn’t the kind of man who would 
shoot himself.” 

“You knew him?” The very large man leaned nearer, 
watching her. 

“Slightly,” the woman returned dryly. “I married him 
six years ago.” The man started, but she went on rapidly: 
“Oh, don’t disturb yourself. I’m not at all disturbed, you 
see. I don’t believe in sentiment. It’s all blah.” 
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The man’s keen eyes could not pierce her guard, hut he 
read her accurately, nevertheless. He agreed curtly: 

“You’re right. Pure blah.” 

“I’m not so sure about the pure part of it, but it’s blah 
right enough. Well, this isn’t getting us anywhere.” The 
woman rose lightly to her feet and began slipping on the 
glove she had removed. 

“How did you happen to find him ?” The very large man 
rose, also. 

“It didn’t happen. I followed him. We had been attend¬ 
ing a reception in town. He evaded me to go driving with 
another woman. They stopped her car back there in the 
road, got out and went into the trees. I followed, but I 
couldn’t find them or hear their voices. Then I heard her 
car start and go away. I was about to return to my own 
car when I heard a shot and ran toward it. I found—this.” 
She gestured toward the body at their feet. “I investigated. 
Then I heard you whistle and called. That is all.” 

“I wish to high heaven it were,” the man returned, 
warmly sympathetic. “You’re in for a rather nasty time of 
it, you know.” 

"All blah—watch out!” The woman cut in quickly, her 
eyes narrowing in the moonlight. “I wonder if you would 
mind helping me 
get him to my 

car?” 

“He shouldn’t be 
disturbed,” the 
man objected. 

“The coroner-” 

“When he is 
laid out decently 
on his own bed 
the coroner may 
>ee' him — to-mor¬ 
row.” The woman 
eyed him steadily, 
challengingly. “I 
never had much of 
him while he was 
living. I should 
like to see anyone 
stop my having 
him to myself to¬ 
night. If you de¬ 
cline to help me, 
perhaps I can 
manage to get him 
back to the car 
alone.” 

Without another 
word the large 
man stooped and 
lifted the body in 
his arms. 

“Wher e- 

Oh. is the yellow 
roadster your car? 

But you can’t get 
into that with— 
with this!” 


“Oh. yes I can. I’ve driven him home before when he 
was dead — drunk. l,et us go, please.” She struck off 
across the field toward the road, and the man followed with 
his burden. Not another word was spoken until, the car 
had 1>een reached ami the body placet! upright in the seat. 
The woman slipped under the wheel, removed her glove, and 
held out her hand. 

“Thank you. You’ve been very decent.” 

The man took her fingers in a quick, hard grip. Re¬ 
membering the set of her face when she had said, “I never 
had much of him while he was living” — thinking how few 
words may encompass the tragedy of a lifetime — knowing 
that he was flaunting the law in aiding her in this act— 
believing in the higher right of the mystery of her heart — 
he slipped his fingers into his vest pocket and drew forth a 
card, extending it toward her. 

“You’ve been valiant. If there is anything further ——- ” 

The woman took the card without glancing at it and 
pushed it into her other glove next the palm. Then she 
leaned over the door and looked squarely into his eyes: 

“In the nature of things there may hie. I’m Mrs. Charon 
Broume. I shall not drag you into anything. Again, thank 
you for your great kindness to me. Good-night.” 


“If you decline to help me, per¬ 
haps I cam manage to get him back 
to the car alone” 
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The engine roared as she pressed the starter, and the man 
stood quietly at the side of the road till the car had leaped 
past, fled down the pavement, and was only a twinkling red 
firefly in the night. 

IT might have been interesting to note his thoughts as he 
* stood there staring after her: Gad! That chill control 1 
And she hadn’t cheapened him by asking for his silence. 
Let’s see, what had he been whistling when she called to 
him? Oh, yes, that second movement from Kreisler’s 
“Caprice Viennois.” Subtle—that. Evidently Mrs. Charon 
Broume was an accurate judge of men. 


It was only then that he remembered his hat lying back 
there in. the field, and returned for it. 

’’T'HE butler opened the door with a wry face. He had 
been in the act of suppressing a weary yawn. He cast 
a covert glance at his mistress’s drawn face as he stood 
aside for her to pass. She spoke without looking at him. 
“Mr. Broume is in the car, Peets. Will you please bring 


him in ? Be sure that you make no fuss and arouse no one. 
He is dead.” 

The butler started, stared at her for a shocked second, 
then ran down the steps toward the car. Mrs. Broume was 
waiting quietly in the wide hall when he returned with his 
master’s body in his arms. She motioned him up the stairs. 

“Take him into his own room, Peets. Remember—I want 
nothing said to-night. The others are all asleep, as usual 
at this hour?” 

Peets nodded dumbly as he began ascending the stairs. 
Mrs. Broume followed him. Between them they undressed 
the dead man, put upon him his night-clothes, and laid him 
down, “decently, on his own bed.” At his mistress’s order, 
Peets brought a small basin of steaming hot water and stood 
watching, his amazement effectually concealed l>encath a 
blank impassivity. Mrs. Broume removed the hand¬ 
kerchiefs from her husband’s head. After bath¬ 
ing the face thoroughly, she laid a hot pack 
against the wound, where the chill of the 
night air had congealed the blood. Then 
^ she removed the pack, watching 
anxiously. A thin trickle oozed 
from the wound, and she stepped 
back with a sigh of relief. She 
handed the handkerchiefs to 
the butler. 

“Burn these instantly. 
Peets. Empty the basin ami 
replace it.” 

“Yes, Madame.” The 
butler’s eyes held hers for a 
second as he received the 
articles and turned toward 
the door. 

A FTF.R quitting the room 
** he emptied the basin, 
washed and restored it to the 
kitchen. Descending to the 
basement, he tossed the wet 
handkerchiefs into the roar¬ 
ing firebox of the furnace 
and stood watching. When 
they were entirely consumed 
he closed the furnace door 
and returned to the second 
floor. The house was very- 
still. But now and then 
Peets, pacing back and forth 
in the hall, caught the faint 
sound of a woman—sobbing. 

By the time .the late sun 
had begun to limn the edges 
of the window shades, and 
when the other servants were 
astir, Peets still kept his vigil. 
With drooping head, sprawled 
in a deep-anned chair "by the 
door of his master’s room, 
he was conscious—with a 
great relief—that the unprec¬ 
edented, disconcerting sound 
from beyond that door Had 
ceased. He rose to his feet, 
cocked an ear toward the 
rear ot the house, stretched himself stiffly. Then he walked 
rapidly down the hall and entered the kitchen. 

“Fine morning!” called the cook without turning his head. 
“Is it?” Peets glanced disinterestedly at the kitchen win¬ 
dows. “I’ll be taking a tray up to Madame as soon as you 
can fix it Just a cup of coffee. Very strong. Black.” 

“And for Mr. Broume?” The cook reached for the 
electric percolator. 
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LI ALF an hour later Peets tapped lightly on 
* 1 the door before which he had passed his 
night-long vigil. Mrs. Broume’s voice an¬ 
swered, quiet, contained: 

“Yes. Peets? Come in-.” 

Entering, Peets crossed the room and placed 
the tray upon a low table. His mistress was 
seated between it and the bed. The 
face of the dead man was covered. 

The woman was still completely 
dressed. Her gloves lay on the edge 
of the table exactly as she had 
placed them the night before, 
the card still enclosed in the 
left one. Her face bore no 
trace of tears. It was masked 
with a studious immobility. 

Peets avoided a glance at the 
bed, making an attempt to speak 
with his habitual briskness: 

“I’ve brought you a cafe 
noir, Madame. And a whisky 
straight. Which will you have?” 

Mrs. Broume pushed aside the 
gloves. The little card, dis¬ 
lodged, fell to the floor. Peets 
restored it to her silently. She 
forced a courteous, graceful 
smile. 

“You are very thoughtful, 

Peets. I’ll take both. And a 
cigarette. And Peets, I never 
fdrget—kindness, you know. I 
heard you up last night.” 

“Thank you, Madame. I 
thought it possible you might 
need something.” But he did 
not look at her. He removed 
the damask covering from the 
tray, and the pungent steam 
from the coffee rose in the air. 

His hand hovered between the 
cup and the glass of deep-amber liquor. “Which will you 
take first, Madame ?” 

VTf ITHOUT replying Mrs. Broume picked up the whisky 
glass and drained its contents in two swift swallows. 
Then she replaced the empty glass on the tray and took the 
handle of the cup between her thumb and forefinger. As 
she raised the coffee to her lips her eyes rested steadily on 
her servant’s face. 

“Peets, Mr. Broume was murdered in his bed last night. 
You knew nothing of it till I called you this morning. You 
may inform the other servants and call Doctor Herrington.” 

The butler answered impassively: 

"Yes, Madame. Immediately,” then turned and went from 
the room. 

.Mrs. Broume heard his voice at the telephone in the hall. 
Heard the short conversation terminate. Heard his foot¬ 
steps passing toward the rear of the house. Heard excited 
voices rising, quelled again instantly under Peets’ sharp 
command. 

Rising, she removed her dinner gown, picked up her 


gloves, and carried her wraps 
to her own room, where she 
donned a morning gown and 
smoothed her hair. Then for 
the first time she glanced at the 
card she had carried in her 
glove. It was a business card, 
and beside the address in a 
downtown block it announced 
the name and profession of 
Slade Penn, Attorney-at-Law. 
She smiled. The town’s pride, 
that far-famed "honest lawyer.” 

When Peets again tapped at 
the door and entered at his 
mistress’s invitation, he found her sitting in the chair where 
he had left her, now attired in a dull black morning gown. 
The butler laid upon the low table a smoking tray bearing a 
long cigarette holder and an open carton of imported 
English cigarettes. 

Mrs. Broume accepted a cigarette, fitted it into the holder, 
and puffed lightly from the match the butler stnick and held 
toward her. 

“Thank you, Peets. I fear I never appreciated you before. 
Will you kindly phone Mr. Slade Penn and ask him to call 
at his earliest convenience? And when he comes, show him 
here.” 

Hr HE butler bowed, silently lifted the breakfast tray, and 
passed from the room. 

Scarcely fifteen minutes later he ushered into the room 
the very large man. When the door had closed softly behind 
the retiring Peets, Mrs. Brottme looked into the lawyer’s 
face and motioned him to a chair. 

“Good-morning, Mr. Penn. I haven’t forgotten my 
promise not to drag you into (Continued on page 76) 


“Please! No condolences 
from you. Miss Lan¬ 
caster!” 


VOU must have seen this 
case in the newspapers. 
With names changed and 
minor incidents slightly al¬ 
tered, this story is founded on 
the facts in a case that had 
widespread newspaper pub¬ 
licity a short time ago. 


“No. I don’t think he’ll want any. Make it 
over the lid. Percolator’s too slow.” 

“Hmp! You’re in a hell of a hurry, aren’t, 
you? Say, Peets,” and the cook turned to 
glance at the butler with a fixed stare, “what’s 
the matter? You look like something the cat 
brought in.” 

"Headache,” Peets answered laconically. 
“Hurry, will you?” 




“STAND and DELIVER!” 

By Colonel GEORGE WARBURTON LEWIS 

Chief of the Insular Police, Porto Rico 



T HEY sent me out alone into the Panama jungle to 
bring back Guadaloupe, wanted for murder. After 
a desperate battle against terrors in the jungle, wild 
beasts and starvation, I caught up with my man. I 
hand-cuffed him and started 
on the back trek. 

‘The camp from which I 
had come consisted of Steve 
Kirby, “Satan Jim” Acors 
and myself. Satan Jim had 
been laid up because of 
wounds received when he 
was brutal to Napoleon, the 
camp’s pet black lion. Kirby 
had preceded me .into the 
jungle by three days, and 
when I had almost caught up 
with Guadaloupe, I found un¬ 
mistakable signs that pointed 
to Kirby’s death. 

Guadaloupe broke my arm 
with a club, two days after 
I captured him. With one 
arm in a sling, food ex¬ 
hausted, we continued on, 
until we ran across Sam 
Saturday, a guide. His food 
supply saved our lives. 

Sam Saturday went on his 
way, but not before he 
warned me that an insane 
man had escaped from an 
asylum near by and was at 
large in the jungle. Also, 
he hinted that Satan Jim 
sent me into the jungle think¬ 
ing I would not 
make good and 
would die. What 
his purpose was, 

I had still to 
learn. 

“Now, Lewis,” 

Sam Saturday 
counseled in a 
low voice, when 
he was ready to 
go, .“you’ve got 
to keep a keen 
eye out. Satan 
Jim has been cooking up some kind of shenaniganry. I’d 
kill a man for as dirty a thing as he’s tried to put over 
on you. But listen to some far better news: I ran into 
your Chief in Colon yesterday, and believe me the old 
man had added several gray hairs worrying about you 
and Kirby. He slipped me the confidence that he’d dropped 
down from Panama to gather up five or six of his best 
men, and that to-morrow—which is to-day—he would be 
on your trail with his party before sun-up. So if all’s gone 
well with him and you 'make reasonably good time to-day, 


the Old Reliable himself with half a dozen picked men 
ought to be with you before dark.” 

I was overjoyed at the unexpected good news. At last 
it began to look as though the glory as well as the priva¬ 
tion and torturing 
anxiety of this mad 
expedition was to be 
mine. My secret ex¬ 
ultation seemed to act 
as an anodyne for the 
throbbing pain that 
rioted in my smashed 
arm. 

T FOUND it hard to 
1 accept as fact Sam 
Saturday’s grinning 
assurance that an es¬ 
caped insane patient 
had been following 
days on end in my 
wake without reveal¬ 
ing himself, at times 
perhaps even in plain 
view of me. The ape¬ 
shaped wizard of the 
wilderness insisted 
that I accompany him 
a matter of a kilo¬ 
meter to the rear, and 
there, on the moist, 
unsunned earth Sam 
Saturday showed me 
barefoot tracks over- 
lying my own shod 
footprints. Near the 
point of my fortunate 
meeting with Satur¬ 
day, however, the bare 
feet were no longer 
traceable. 

The old guide de¬ 
cided to cling to the 
out trail, and leaving 
a single well-armed 
member of his party 
to help me on to 
Campo Alegre with 
Guadaloupe, the mas¬ 
ter of junglecraft 
again bore off toward the land of the tricky Bohios, for 
throughout the length and breadth of his broad Central 
American ranging ground, that squat, wizen-faced Sam 
Saturday unflinchingly dared all the powers of evil, 
wherever or however encountered. 

A shadow flitted across the trail. Although it might have 
been a deer, a high-leaping, kangaroo cottcjo, or a belated 
tapir hastening home from his nocturnal prowl. Sam Satur¬ 
day’s warning came back to me with a sudden new signifi¬ 
cance. In the picturesque phrase of the seainy-faced guide. 


one 
- throb 
'as vis¬ 
ible, but that 
was enough 
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Jealousy set in motion a plot to bring young Lewis to 
a certain, terrible death in the Panama jungles. Sent 
out to bring back a murderer single-handed, Lewis 
caught up with his man and started toward Camp 
Alegre, only to find himself beset with wild apes, 
starvation, treacherous Bohio Indians—and worse 



Acors hated Napoleon, and he hated Kirby 
equally for loving the big cat. Then he 
looked with malignant eyes 
upon my friendship with both 
Kirby and Napoleon. Acors 
was primitive, but he was 
cunning. I knew that he 
had openly tried to disparage 
and injure Steve Kirby, a 
square, straight¬ 
forward man 
among men, and 
I knew that 
Acors’ evil re¬ 
gard for Kirby 
extended to me. 


He had dropped 
an automatic into 
the cuffed hands 
of the black 
killer 


Jim Acors had indeed ‘‘given me a wrong steer.” Still I 
could hardly conceive that Satan Jim was in league or in 
sympathy with Guadaloupe. 

DUT as will be seen, my reasoning was awry, and all 
L -' because I failed to take into account one vital element. 
Call it an envy of craftsmanship, professional jealousy, 
name it whatever you will, hut bear in mind that jealousy, 
whether of calling or otherwise, has been throughout all 
history a subtle, insidious force, a monster to reckon with, 
a viper that rankles in and eats out the heart. 


CO it was that when a flying shadow right-angled across 
the fateful trail over which Saturday’s man, Crandall, 
and I were back-tracking with Guadaloupe. I was beset 
by a nameless misgiving. I was not aware whether Cran¬ 
dall too had glimpsed the unknown terror which had aroused 
uneasiness in my mind. Over my companion’s shoulder his 
voice suddenly came back to me on a troubled note. 

“Did you see a movement up ahead?” queried Crandall, 
evidently doubting his own eyes as I had doubted mine. 

“I did,” I confessed, “but it might only have been one 
of those whopping apes completing a giant swing.” 
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“What I saw was no ape,” protested Crandall, and though 
the conviction in the tone of Saturday’s understudy sent 
my thoughts faring upon an ocean of speculation, still I 
did not pursue the subject. A silence fell, unbroken except 
for the crunching of dead twigs or the occasional snapping 
of a seasoned branch underfoot. 

CWINGING on, hand-cuffed, ahead of Crandall, Guada- 
*loupe, hitherto wordless and sullen, half ttirned in the 
trail and flung an odious glance back at us. “What’s 
a-matter?” he jeered. “Gittin’ leery?” 

“You’re the one that’d better be getting leery,” retorted 
Crandall. “Any monkey business and—anyhow, I never 
miss a man as big as you at two yards!” 

“Easy, brother,” implored the black with his character¬ 
istic deceit. “I’m not half as bad as I’m painted. Ask 
Acors. Dere’s a man ’at knows me. He c’n tell you about 
Guadaloupe.” 

“Can he also tell us about the blood-specks on the leaves 
where Steve Kirby overtook you?” I shot at him. 

“Now listen. You got me all wrong,” and the hulking 
brute exhaled hissingly through his wide nostrils and shook 
his head like a wounded rhino charging. “I ain’t seen hair 
ner hide o’ your man Kirby, but from whut Acors use’ to 


of the mysterious thing that seemed to be stalking us behind 
the jungle’s shaggy drapery. What my darting eyes had 
caught was the fleeting figure of a human being, poised 
for the splinter of a second in a speed-driven leap acros> 
the narrow swath of trail. Now in the instant that 1 
mentally photographed the apparition, its face had been 
turned toward me—and it was an evil square face, of 
whose coloring I got such an impression as one gets when 
malignant red flame merges with sooty smoke. 

“Step ahead, Crandall,” I said quickly. “I*et Guadaloupe 
walk between us. And poke the next thing that shows up 
as full of those forty-fives as you can.” 

Crandall slipped obediently into his position. Guadaloupe 
turned sidewise and looked me full in the face. The cor¬ 
ners of the black’s insolent mouth were lifted in a strange 
smile, the derisive smile of him who laughs last. 

Then it dawned on me that his talk had been merely a 
stall to gain time. But for what? 

“So, after all, you did some framing, did you?” I thrust 
at the darkly grinning outlaw, my right hand caressing the 
identical weapon which had so lately spared him. 

“ ’Fore the Lord, man,” the negro expostulated. “I ain’t 
had a chance to frame nothin’. Dem mistrustin’ Indians 
mus’ ’a’ missed me outa my shack an’ follered.” 


“TT came with a great roundabout crash. I heard a sudden rolling 
* tumult—but still I saw no sign of a human presence. The sound 
grew. If a high wind ever swept the undeijungle, it might make some 
such strange commotion. Then as with the snapping of a fiddle string, 
our taut nerves slackened, for we were abruptly in the vortex of action. 

'The air commenced to sing with missiles—bullets, arrows, stones. 
Then-” 


say about him in at Ling Tow’s, I’m sorry—honest, I’m 
sorry I didn’t git jist one little chance at him b’fore you 
got yours at me.” 

What Acors had been saying and doing intrigued me. 

“Now that talk will neither hurt nor help you,” I said. 
“Isn’t it a fact, Guadaloupe, that Jim Acors framed a get¬ 
away for you with his Bohio Indian cronies?” 

The negro twisted half around in the trail and covered 
me with squinting white eyes, eyes that momentarily held 
a world of innuendo. “Guadaloupe never blabs outa school,” 
he demurred, “but you didn't know, when you dropped onto 
me accidental by the creek-side, that I had a hundred fightin’ 
Bohios barely out o’ sight behind me. I started to give 
a yell ’at would ’a’ brought ’em swarmin’, but you looked 
like you was a-dyin’ for a chance to croak me, so I choked 
the noise. But if I’d ’a’ thought you was fool enough to 
smash into the Indian camp. I wouldn’t ’a’ been foolin’ 
’round like I was, an’ you’d ’a’ never took Guadaloupe 
without gun-talk. I could have-” 

“Steady! What the hell was that?” Crandall’s words 
crackled like musketry. He had stopped with a jerk, as 
though suddenly rooted in his tracks, his right hand touch¬ 
ing the butt of one of his automatics. My companion’s 
excited outcry had halted Guadaloupe, who now stood mute, 
head drooped fo’ ward. 

Less than ten /ards from us a second shadow, a vague 
figure moving with the swiftness of a deer, had slithered 
across the - down-dragged undergrowth which blazed our 
way rearward. This time I had got a slightly better view 


I was listening to Guadaloupe only in a dazed way, for 
I had on a sudden a sense of an inimical presence in the 
trail behind me. For a second my sturdy good sense fought 
the growing conviction that there was indeed something 
deadly at my back. Then like a flash I wheeled, pistol 
held hip-high. 

Poised on his toes a pebble’s toss to the rear I beheld 
Juan Urgo, the same Indian who had grunted his approval 
of Satan Jim’s crude joke at my expense in Ling Tow’s 
Campo Alegre saloon. But I saw the crook-kneed square- 
face only for half a heart-beat, for the space that the 
shuttling shadow of moments before had seemed to hang 
suspended above the trail. 

A “tracer” from my automatic harvested a few grass- 
blades head-high above the spoor which the shifty Indian 
emptied, a second this side of eternity. 

Flush with the crack of my pistol I was again facing 
toward the captive killer. Both he and Crandall had 
halted, and the two-gun terror was smiling! It was a leer¬ 
ing. sardonic makeshift of mirth that surely betokened 
trouble. 

r T , HE long day wore away until the searing sun, now a 
fiery disc, glowed above a horizon purpled with thunder- 
heads. 

If the Chief’s party were rushing to lend a hand as Sam 
Saturday had assured me. I should be able to-night to break 
my long sleep-famine, for to leave Crandall alone with 
Guadaloupe would be folly. He might be a guide, but I 
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Satan Jim Acors, 
mad with dread and 
goaded to frenzy, 
;ed into the 
night—never 
to return 


doubted his experience in handling men. Moreover, my 
splintered forearm was paining me so atrociously that I 
sometimes actually winced. It seemed to me that I had 
already been half a lifetime in this hideous green inferno. 
It reared its crowding walls to the brief patch of sky over¬ 
head, *ind it was forever before and behind me, closing 
in all about me like some great, warm, wet blanket hugged 
in the arms of an invisible enemy who was bent upon stifling 
the breath in my laboring lungs. 

Mildred, the tender white flower back in the States, that 
always smiled from out of the background of my darkest 
moments—she had not conditioned her love upon so terrible 
a test. It had been mine for the having, just as my heart 
had been hers for the taking. Our understanding of each 
other had been a thing to startle 
ami delight. I found myself won¬ 
dering whether Mildred’s stern 
mother might not be moved to con¬ 
trition if it were revealed that her 


eerie and unaccountable night sounds with which the Campo 
Alegre station was plagued following Saturday's gruesome 
discoveries. I might have heard the absurdly superstitious 
Jim Acors declare that the weird noises were made by the 
returning spirit of Kirby, the man he had so heartily dis¬ 
liked. I might soon thereafter have listened spellbound to 
Sam Saturday as he related how he was gathering the 
needful evidence and narrowing the toils of the law about 
Acors, traitor and trickster: and I might have witnessed 
the beginning of the end when the primitive man fell a prey 
to the obsession that a supernatural force which he whisper- 
ingly alluded to as “Kirby" was resolutely seeking his de¬ 
struction. Then—presto! my sorcerer’s crystal would have 
shown the great cat Napoleon (Continued on page 98) 


brave objection to me as a “street- 
corner cop” had borne such desper¬ 
ate fruit as a mid-jungle grapple 
with the grim little gods that dwell in the 
Valley of the Shadow. 


IT is well that none may lift the mystic veil and 
* disclose what I went through. Had I possessed 
the gift of clairvoyance that afternoon, I might 
have gazed into my magic crystal and beheld myself, 
balancing precariously on the very brink of the 
Ultimate Abyss—and the Chief’s party less than an 
hour distant! I might have seen in due course a 
human skeleton uncovered in the jungle by Sam 
Saturday’s search party and identified as Steve 
Kirby. And I might‘have previsioned a series of 



“I didn’t see anyone else in the 
room,” testified the waiter. “But 
in the bathroom-” 


The 

Mystery of 

ROOM 


r HE city editor called me to his desk as he hung 
up the receiver. 

“Chase over to the Alexandria Hotel. Jenks has 
just phoned from Police Headquarters that a young 
chap, name of Anson—Jerry Anson—died of cyanide 
poisoning in front of an elevator a few minutes ago. Jenks 
will cover the police angle, but there seems to be a woman 
connected with the case—she’s disappeared, he says—and 
I’d like a woman’s angle on the whole thing. House De¬ 
tective Fleurnoy is a friend of ours; he’ll give you the 
dope as he works on the case.” 

As the city editor talked, he did not look up, but con¬ 


tinued to run through copy and clippings on his desk. 
It was that hectic hour—two o’clock—and ours was an 
afternoon sheet. I would have to move fast if I got any¬ 
thing into the final edition. 


A MURDER or a suicide in the fashionable and high- 
priced Alexandria Hotel was something of a sensation 
in itself. The same event occurring in a small hostelry on 
Hill Street or Main Street would have been looked upon as 
nothing out of the ordinary, and would hardly have called 
for the services of a woman feature writer, at least in the 
early stages of its investigation. 
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Jerry Anson registered at the Alexandria for himself 
and wife. Two hours later he was found dead. 
Who and where was his wife? Did she kill him? 


By ANNE AUSTIN 

of the Los Angeles Press 


I found Fleurnoy, who was 
paid to keep notoriety away 
from the sacred portals of the 
Alexandria, in a state of pro¬ 
found excitement. The guests 
were of two minds: they en¬ 
joyed the sensation, but pretended a slight feeling of re¬ 
sentment that this thing should have happened where they 
were stopping. 

“Funny business,” said Fleurnoy, as we stood at the 
door of Room 16, where the suicide or murder victim had 
played his last earthly drama. “Ordinarily, I would set 
it down as suicide, but there are aspects of this case that 
lead me to believe it is murder.” 

It was one of the Alexandria’s more modest rooms, 
fairly large, and well furnished. On one of the twin beds 
—both of them had been slightly mussed, as by people 
lounging on them after the chambermaid had done her 
best—lay the body of a young man. I was fortunate in 
arriving just when I did, for the body was just about 
to be removed to the morgue as I entered. The room 
was nearly full of people, whom the police were having 
a hard time to control. 

“Any person who touches anything in this room with¬ 
out authority will be immediately placed under arrest,” 
a broad-breasted man in plain clothes was saying when 
I entered. 

A GROUP of reporters, policemen and hotel employees 
** was gathered about a folding table, such as is used 
for serving meals in guests’ rooms. The table had been 
set for two, and evidently two people had eaten a very 
good luncheon. On the white cloth were scattered the 
usual silver, plates, cups and saucers, the silver cover of 
a meat dish, a water-bottle, and two glasses, both of which 
had been partially emptied. The meal had been so recently 
finished that the water in the glasses did not look stale— 
there were no small bubbles collected against the sides 
of the glasses. 

I had a good look at the face of the boy before his body 
was removed. He was very young, not more than twenty- 
two or three; fair-haired, blue-eyed, and thin-cheeked. His 
rather full mouth was slightly distorted, as if in a death 
agony. The chin had a deep cleft, which gave the whole 
face a very childish and pathetic appeal. 

When the two white-coated attendants from the morgue 
had withdrawn with the stretcher on which the body lay 
covered, the sergeant turned to survey the roomful of 
people. Two men from Police Headquarters stood at his 
elbow. 

“Is the day clerk in the room?” he asked. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Tell all you know about the deceased.” 

“Well, it’s not much.” The day clerk, enjoying the spot¬ 
light, smiled deprecatingly. “The young man came in this 
morning about ten o’clock, and registered for himself and 
wife—Mr. and Mrs. Jerry Anson, Oakland, California. 
He had a large, handsome suitcase with him, and I did 
not ask him for his room rent in advance. Said he and 
his wife would be here several days, he was here on busi¬ 
ness. Also said his wife was out shopping and would 
come in later in the morning. He told me he would like 
to have luncheon served in his room later, and I told him 
he could telephone for a waiter when he wanted one. I 


saw him buy a paper and a 
magazine at the news-stand, 
and then he followed the bell¬ 
hop up to his room.” 

“Did you see him again ?” 

“Yes. He came down in an 
hour or so. about eleven o’clock, and left his key at the 
desk. I asked him if he found everything all right and 
he said everything was fine. He said if his wife came 
in and asked for the key for me to tell her that he would 
be out only a few minutes. She didn’t come, and he seemed 
a little disturbed. He said to me, jokingly: ‘I suppose 
I’ll have to put a mortgage on the old homestead to pay 
for all the shopping she’s doing!’ I made some polite 
remark and he walked away. I never saw him again, until 
the waiter, Carney, came running up to the desk to tell' 
me that he was dead. He said-” 

EVER mind that. We’ll let Carney tell his own 
story. When did Mrs. Anson arrive?” 

“She didn’t arrive at all, so far as I know. I never 
left the desk, and no lady came to ask the number of Mr. 
Anson’s room. She may have-” 

“Let’s not speculate on what she may have done,” the 
sergeant said sharply.’ “Is the telephone operator in the 
room ?” 

“Yes, sir.” said a girl’s voice. “I was on the board 
from ten o’clock to one, when I was relieved so I could eat.” 

“Your name?” 

“Miss Parsons, sir.” The girl flung back her head de¬ 
fiantly, her childhood fear of the police strong upon her. 

“Did you put through any telephone calls for Mr. Anson, 
either incoming or outgoing?” 

“Only one. He called for a waiter, and I connected him 
with the restaurant. He didn’t call any outside number 
and no one called hirrt.” 

“Is the waiter here?” the sergeant called peremptorily. 

A shuffling, meek-looking man past middle-age, stepped 
forward timidly. “Carney, sir,” he said deferentially. 

“Now, Carney, tell just what happened from the time 
you got the call until you saw the young man die.” 

“Well, it was this way: The captain told me a gent up 
in Room 16 wanted a menu, and would have luncheon 
served in his room for himself and wife. I took the 
service elevator and came up. The man—Mr. Anson— 
was the only person I saw in the room. He was in his 
shirt sleeves, with his cuffs rolled back, as if he had been 
washing up. He was standing at the dresser when I came 
in. He’d just yelled, ‘Come in,’ and I did. 

“He told me he wanted luncheon for two right away. 
I gave him a pad to write his order on, and he studied 
the menu awhile, and then he wrote what they wanted. 
He ordered a minute steak, French fried potatoes, French 
peas, tomato and lettuce salad, a chicken salad, half a grape¬ 
fruit—and said be sure to put a maraschino cherry in the 
grapefruit, as his wife liked ’em—a pot of coffee for two, 
and French pastry for both. Toasted rolls, too, I forgot 
to say. Ordered like a gentleman, sir, as if he knew 
good food. He give me fifty cents to hurry it up, and I 
took his order and left.” 

“How long did you take?” the sergeant asked. Plainly 
the laborious, slow voice of the waiter got on his nerves. 
“Are you sure there was nobody else in the room?” 

“About twenty minutes it took, sir. I didn’t see anv- 
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body else in the room but the lady might have been in the 
bathroom. But he didn’t consult her about the order. I 
wondered at the time if she had already told him what 
she wanted. Oh, yes! The water was running in the 
bathroom. I forgot to tell you that. I could tell by the 
sound that somebody was running a bath.” 

“Yes, go on,” the sergeant cut in. 

“Well, sir, I come up with my load on the service ele¬ 
vators, down at the other end of the corridor from the 
passenger elevators. I took my folding table and the tray 
into the room and set up the table. When I opened the 
door, he called out: ‘Here’s the luncheon, dear. Hurry, 
and let’s eat while it’s hot.’ I suppose he was talking to 
his wife, but I didn’t hear her answer him. I finished 
setting the table, and he told me to come back for the 
things in about an hour, and I left.” 

'T'HE waiter paused, for the sergeant was scanning the 
* table with considerable interest. Fleurnoy stepped .to 
his side, and the two talked in a low tone. I was just 


at my feet. He didn't speak a word, just fell. He walked 
like he had been pushed out of the room, and couldn’t get 
his balance again. The elevator starter saw him too. He 
ran out of his car and we lifted the poor young man up, 
but we could see he was dead. We carried him into his 
room and put him on the bed.” 

“Did you see anybody in the room ?” 

“KTO. sir. We looked about as soon as we had put him 
* down, but there was nobody there, sir, or in the bath¬ 
room. We looked in the closets, too, thinking she might 
have hidden. I noticed the window was open, and I don’t 
believe it was open when I was there first.” 

“Which window?” the sergeant’s excitement showed in 
his voice. 

“That one that’s open now, sir. It opens right on the 
fire-escape, sir. I looked out of the window and down 
the fire-escape, but I didn’t see anybody climbing down.” 

“Do you think of anything else that might throw any 
light at all on this mystery, Carney?” The sergeant’s voice 


“f\N the other side of the dressing-table lay a comb and brush and 
^ hand mirror, of ordinary white ivory. The comb was almost 
clean. But in the brush there was caught a hair or two—hairs of a 
reddish-brown color. 

“I strolled up to the sergeant who was talking with Fleurnoy, the 
house detective. 

"‘The woman you want is not a blonde/ I said. ‘She’s a 
brunette, with reddish-brown hair, slightly curly. And —’ ” 


behind the house detective, so I heard what they said. 

“Apparently ate with a good appetite,” the sergeant said. 
“Nearly all of the steak is gone; only two halves of rolls 
left, and a few spears of potato. Of course that was the 
man’s lunch. The lady must have liked her chicken salad— 
it’s nearly all gone. Grapefruit, too. Hello! The French 
pastry is hardly touched—either piece. What do you make 
of that?” and he turned to Fleurnoy. 

“I’d hate to say it reflects on the French pastry,” Fleur¬ 
noy said, rather nettled. “I should think it means that the 
two quarreled during the meal and that their quarrel had 
made them lose their appetites. Did you notice the coffee?” 

The sergeant tilted the cup at what he had decided 
was the man’s place. A heavy residue of sugar remained. 
Then he did the same to the woman’s cup. “No sugar 
in the woman’s cup,” he said. “The man must have had 
a sweet tooth. See, he ate more of his chocolate eclair 
than the lady did. About the only clue to the lady’s identity 
so far is that she didn’t take sugar in her coffee!” he 
grinned. 

“TJ^ELL, Carney,” said the sergeant, turning to the 
™ waiter again, “you came back for the dishes in an 
hour?” 

“An hour and ten minutes, sir. I was busy in another 
suite and the time went over just a mite. This room, as 
you know, is nearer the service elevators than it is the 
passenger lift. Well, I had just stepped out of the service 
elevator when I saw the door of Room 16 open, and Mr. 
Anson staggered a step or two down the hall. He fell almost 


had a note of respect, for the meek waiter had made a 
good witness, and had showed common sense immediately 
after the death of the boy. 

“Nothing at all, sir, that I can think of now. But I’m 
still a bit dazed. If I think of anything else at all, sir. 
I’ll tell you quick enough.” 

“T TOLD you to have everybody here that could know 
A anything about this thing,” the sergeant turned to the 
house detective. “Are the elevator boys here?” 

“All the boys who were running either service cars or 
passenger cars at the time are here, Mr. Marshall,” Fleur¬ 
noy answered a little truculently, I thought. It was evi¬ 
dent that he resented the sergeant’s manner. 

But an examination of the five or six boys brought out 
next to nothing. All passengers during those hours were 
pretty well accounted for, with one exception. A blonde 
woman of about thirty, looking like a motion-picture actress 
in her heavy make-up, had got out of one of the cars at 
about twelve o’clock—the boy remembered the time, for it 
was his last trip in the car before going to his lunch. He 
had noticed her particularly, for he was a movie fan and 
always took more interest in passengers that might be 
picture people. But he didn't recognize the blonde, painted 
woman. She went down the corridor, but in the opposite 
direction from Room 16. He was sure of that, because he 
had watched her while he was holding the car for old Mrs. 
Peeples, who was half-crippled and had to walk very 
slowly. He had never seen her in the hotel before, but 
then he had just been transferred from the service lift to 
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the passenger elevator, and wouldn’t have seen her if she 
had been there dozens of times before. 

Fleumoy, when questioned, said he did not recognize 
the woman from the boy’s description, and the possible clue 
seemed to be lost in a blind alley. The significant thing 
about it, however, was that none of the boys remembered 
having taken her down. 

While the sergeant was fruitlessly interrogating the 


young man. The military brushes were of rather cheap 
quality, but the German silver plates on their backs were 
monogrammed with many flourishes, “J. A.” 

CMTHER Jerry Anson was his real name, or he had 
fitted his alias to his own initials—a common enough 
habit in those who for any reason take assumed, names. 

On the dressing-table were evidences of the wife’s occu¬ 
pancy—if indeed she was his wife. A box of perfumed 
face powder, a variety that sells for a dollar a box, was open, 



previous witnesses all over 
again, in the hope of turn¬ 
ing up something else, I 
strolled about the room. 

The reporters from the 
other papers were grouped 
together near the open win¬ 
dow, apparently doping out 
the case to their own satis¬ 
faction. There is nothing 
a reporter enjoys more than 
building up fine, and often 
intricate and ridiculous, 
theories to explain even the 
simplest case. In fact, they 
are paid to keep up the 
public’s interest with such mysteries as long as possible. 

I PAUSED at the dresser. The man’s military brushes 
* and a small pocket comb lay there; also a can of scent¬ 
less talcum, and a small bottle of fluid for keeping the hair 
in place—the usual impedimenta of the average American 


Her mother told her 
that they had called 
the girl friend and 
found that Alfreds had 
not been there. I Fas 
Alfreds the mystery 
girl? 


and grains of the powder had 
been spilled on the glass top of 
the dressing-table. A somewhat 
soiled wool powder puff, backed 
with pink satin and a bit of fluffy 
white fur as a pompom, was 
crushed into the box of powder, 
of a shade used only by olive¬ 
skinned women. Beside the pow¬ 
der lay a lipstick—a very dark 
red. The gold cap had been re¬ 
moved, showing that the lipstick 
had been used in that room. 
There was no rouge box, but I 
was reminded of the fact that many olive-skinned women 
do not use rouge on their cheeks, depending only upon 
the scarlet of their lips for vividness. 

On the other side of the dressing-table lay a comb and 
brush and hand mirror, of ordinary white ivory, marked 
on the back with a hand-painted (Continued on page 60) 








OUT 

of 

HELL 


By 

“TOPEKA JOHNNY” 

Former Bank Burglar 


I NEVER have read a story or an article on 
the underworld or its activities that was true 
to life, that had the ring of authority and 
authenticity. Writers never seem to get the 
real flavor in their crook and underworld stories; 
they are either overdone or underdone and not 
half so interesting as they would be if the writers 
actually had lived in, and understood, the under¬ 
world. 

In view of the fact that I have spent fifteen 
years of my life hobnobbing with the aristocrats 
along the trails of subterranea, it is to be presumed 
that I know what I’m writing about. 

My purpose is not to eulogize criminals, but 
rather to point out how wretchedly they wasted 
their lives and what they might have been if the 
mental and physical energy that they expended in 
the pursuit of unlawful things had been devoted 
to the pursuit of things that were clean and fine. 

Every crook that ever lived has a kink in his brain, other¬ 
wise he wouldn’t be a crook. This kink many times is in¬ 
herited; many times it comes from a diseased body ; and 
not infrequently it is the result of a mad desire for excite¬ 
ment and adventure. 

Some of the underworld danglers that I have known have 
been men of some ability, men with brains and personality, 
men who could plan and organize, men who would have 
made their mark in the competitive struggle of life if they 
had had the right “angle” on life and the meaning of life. 

“Frisco Tommy Dowd” was a product of the Old 
Mission Street mob of gangsters of San Francisco. 

He was not a guttersnipe whose youth had been cir¬ 
cumscribed with poverty, and neither was he what I 
would call, or at least what criminologists have called, 
a “criminal type.” Most of our criminals, I grant you, 
are products of their environment, but here and there 
in the nether world we come across men and women 
who "have had all the advantages that one might wish 
in their youth. Tommy Dowd certainly had every 


advantage from the time that he first came into the world 
until he hit the trail when he was sixteen. Indeed, it 
might be said that he had unusually good advantages. 

H IS father ran one of the finest and biggest restaurants 
in the town by the Golden Gate. His people were 
extremely religious. He had one sister who was a nun. 
and a brother who was a priest. Another brother was con¬ 
sidered one of the cleverest criminal lawyers in the State 
of California, and still another was a physician. All the 

Tortured by the thumb-rack, by 
determined to “break” him, 
up his mind to fight free of his 
of the terrors in 
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led him into the jaws of a horrible death. For 
death was the reward that he reaped for his life 
of crime. Every criminal pays the price in some 
way or other. Some pass out in the electric chair, 
others take their last look at life through the 
hangman’s noose, while others cash in prowling 
the trail. 


I FIRST met Tommy when he was running 
1 around San Francisco with the Old Mission 
Street gang. After that first meeting nearly ten 
years elapsed before we ran across each other 
again. The second meeting took place in a certain 
Western prison, where I was serving a five-year 
term for robbery of a hank that I didn’t rob. 
Though I had been some fifteen or twenty miles 
away from the bank -the night of the robbery, I 
was convicted—convicted, t presume, because I 
had the reputation of being a bank ijpbber. 

Tommy came into the prison while I was there, 
to do a fifteen-year term for train robbery. Now 
this prison had never been “beaten” (meaning 
that no prisoner had ever been able to get away 
from it). Some of the smartest criminals in the 
American underworld had tried to beat it, and 
every one of them had failed. All of us con¬ 
sidered it invulnerable, unbeatable, and so when 
we landed there we settled down to do our sen¬ 
tences and-dismissed all thoughts of escape. 

There was a man at the head of the prison, the 
Warden, who subscribed to the belief that the 
only wav in the world to manage criminals was 
by instilling terror into their hearts. One of the 
first things that he did when you entered the 
place was to pick an argument so that he would 
have an excuse to “put the fear of God in your 
heart,” as he termed it. 


boys had been educated in college, and if Tommy had 
stuck to the straight and narrow he, too, would have had 
the benefit of a college education. 

He was the only member of the family with a flair for 
the abnormal, and notwithstanding his splendid background, 
he developed into one of the most desperate criminals that 
ever drew the breath of life. He was a man with the 
courage of a lion, a fellow who couldn’t be discouraged. 
Failure was a stimulus to him. It made him more deter¬ 
mined than ever to do a thing when he had failed. And 
it was his determination to do the impossible that finally 

the “water-cure ” by a Warden 
“Frisco Tommy Dowd” made 
living hell. Little did he dream 
store for him 


LIE played no favorites. “You all look alike 
* * to me r ” he would say to us. 

Frisco Tommy Dowd wasn’t in the prison 
twenty-four hours before he and the Warden went 
to the mat. As a result, the Warden strung 
Tommy up by his thumbs for forty-eight hours, 
during which time Tommy never tasted food of 
any kind. If he asked for a drink of water, they 
laughed at him. Now forty-eight hours of hang¬ 
ing by one’s thumbs is excruciating punishment. 

I have had it a number of times, so 1 know whereof . 
I speak. I have had the lash and the dungeon, 
the water-cure and the paddle, and every kind of 
prison torture, and I can say that I feared hang¬ 
ing up by the thumbs more than all the other razzle- 
dazzling that prison-keepers have given me. One suffers 
for days after being let down, and so Tommy suffered. 
But it didn’t break him. It made him harder and tougher 
than ever. 

J 1 'HEN one day he confided to me that he was going 
* to beat the prison. 

"Going to beat this joint?” I asked in amazement. 
“That’s what I said,” he replied. 

“Listen to me, Tommy,” I said. “Take a tip and get 
that idea out of your head. Do you know that some 
of the cleverest grifters in this country have tried to 
beat this joint, and have failed?” 

"Well, does that say that I will fail?” he retorted. 
“You’d better forget it,” I cautioned him. “for if 
you ever try and this Warden get - you. he’ll see that 
you lead the life of a dog for the balance of your bit.” 
Then he told me that he was going to feign insanity. 
“I know I can make ’em believe that I’m a 
nut,” he said, “and if I do that, they 11 send me 
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to the nut factory and when I get there the rest’ll be soft.” 

Now 1 knew what he was undertaking, knew that they 
would give him a terrible deal. I didn’t think that any 
human being could stand what they would put him through, 
so I pleaded with him to give up the idea. 

•‘They’ll send you out of here in a coffin,” I told him. 

‘‘Listen, Johnny,” he responded, “I’d rather go out in a 
coffin than do fifteen years in this joint. Fifteen years in 
this joint will finish me. I’m going to beat it or croak.” 

AND so he began the game of trying to convince the 
** Warden and the prison physician that he was insane. 

He made the first move one morning in the dining-room 
before we marched into tjie shops. He threw his tin pail 
of coffee and a pan of “luby” (hash) on the floor, shouting 
at the Warden: 

“You’re trying to poison me; you’re trying to poison me!” 

Instantly the dining-room was in an uproar The con¬ 
victs roared with laughter and stamped their feet, and the 
guards were frantic in their efforts to preserve order. 
Then the Warden ordered two burly keepers to take Tommy 
over to the “bull pen” (the room wherein all the instru¬ 
ments of torture were located). Tommy fought the two 
keepers like a real madman. Two of them couldn’t handle 


Here’s how they give it to the convicts, and here’s how 
they gave it to Tommy out in that Western prison: 

They had a common, ordinary bathtub, such as you have 
ta your home. There was a seat in the middle of the tub 
into which the victim was strapped. In th$ front of the 
tub were two sockets into which the feet and ankles were 
fastened. There were holes at the side of the tub into 
which the two arms and hands of the victims were fastened 
with steel cuffs. Sharp edges were put on the cuffs so 
that if the victim moved—and he certainly did a lot of 
moving after the racket was started—the sharp edges cut 
into the skin. The neck and head were fastened to a board 
in the rear of the seat. 

'"THEN an official turned on the water through a two- 
* inch hose and nozzle. He played that stream of water 
around the nose of the prisoner until he ultimately began 
to gasp for breath. Of course the prisoner had to open his 
mouth in order to get a little breath, and when he did, the 
stream was turned into his mouth. The water poured into 
his lungs. Then he began to choke. He couldn’t breathe 
through either his mouth or his nose, and after about ten 
minutes of this treatment he inevitably fainted, dead to 
the world. The strongest man couldn’t withstand it. 


“Y~\PEN the door quick 
^ Warden shouted. 


before they burn the hands off him!' the 


“Hurriedly the guard opened the door, but Tommy fought him 
off with the white-hot pokers. . . . When the Warden and the guard 
finally closed in on him, the pokers had burned clean into the bones 
of both hands. Then the Warden-” 


him, so the Warden took a hand in the melee. And they 
finally managed to get him out of the dining-room. 

“Trying to make me believe that you’re a nut, eh?” the 
Warden said to Tommy. 

“You can’t poison me!” Tommy shot back at him. “I’m 
wise to all you people. You poisoned my father here, and 
you can’t pull the same stuff on me!” 

“I’ll knock all that out of you!” The Warden was furious. 
“In just about twenty-four hours you’ll realize that you 
can’t make me believe you’re a nut. You'll be a nut. though, 
when I get through with you, if you keep up this game!” 

Still Tommy went on with his antics. 

The Warden had the prison physician examine him. 

“He’s no more crazy than I am,” the physician declared. 
“He’s shamming! He’s perfectly sane in every respect.” 

Then the Warden gave Tommy a lecture: 

“I know what your racket is. Tommy! You think you'll 
be able to get to the criminal insane department, and that 
you can beat it after you land there. You’re not the first 
convict to try this game. I’ve had a lot of ’em pull that 
stunt on me. old bdv. If you’ve got any sense, you’ll quit 
it right now and go back to' the shop. Otherwise-” 

But threats meant absolutely nothing to Tommy. He 
stuck it out, and then the Warden gave him the water-cure. 
The water-cure is a brutal form of torture. Many men 
have gone to their graves after they have had three or 
four doses of it. As a matter of fact, I have known at 
least three well-known criminals who never recovered from 
the effects of it. “Omaha Billy,” a young fellow of twenty- 
nine, became a rip-roaring maniac from the water-cure. 


They shot two teeth out of Tommy’s mouth on the first 
dose of the water-cure, and before long he passed out of 
the picture. 

A physician is always present when they perform this 
racket. He is there to see that they don’t kill the convict. 
So long as they don’t kill him, the physician never inter¬ 
feres. He didn’t interfere with Tommy, and when it was 
over they threw him into one of the dungeons for an hour 
or two. The Warden visited him there and tried to talk 
him into giving up the notion that he could convince any¬ 
body that he was insane. 

Tommy’s answer was an oath. 

“Take him out again,” the Warden ordered the guard. 
“He isn’t cured yet! He needs more of the water and 
he’ll have it. I always give the boys what they need!” 

CO they sent him through the water-cure once more. 
^ He didn’t last so long on the second treatment. Within 
five minutes he was unconscious, and the doctor ordered 
him to the hospital until he recuperated. I was in the hos¬ 
pital recovering from the effects of the water-cure when 
Tommy altered. I had got into ah argument with one 
of the guards and they gave it to me as they had given 
it to Fri$co Tommy. 

“Tommy,” I pleaded with him, “cut it out. or they’ll kill 
you.” 

"Don’t make me laugh,” was the retort. “I tell you, l’in 
going to beat this joint if I die in the attempt.” 

“They’ll sure kill you if you stick it out,” I told him. 
“You haven’t a chance in the world of beating them.’* 
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ably brutal ideas that ever came out of the inind of a 
prison official. Nobody but a man with the heart of a 
rat could have thought out this thing and' put it into 
execution! 

“Get me two pokers,” he ordered, and his eyes blazed 
with a red wrath 

A GUARD went to the kitchen and returned with two 
pokers. 

“Come on,” he commanded the guard. “I’ll show you 
something new.” (Continued on page 9] ) 


emaciated. AH of us convicts thought that he 
was going into the “con.” 

ALONG about this time the Warden began to 
** marvel at Tommy’s staying powers. 

“He’s the gamest man I’ve ever had any¬ 
thing to do with during the twenty-odd years 
I’ve been connected with this prison,” he said. 
“But I’m going to break him or kill him!” 

For six months Tommy was in and out of the 
bathtub and the hospital. They gave him hell 
in forty different ways, and still he didn’t 
weaken. 

Then the Warden had another physician 
examine Tommy.' Doubt as to the prison doctor’s 
diagnosis that Tommy was sane, began to 
creep into the big. brutal Warden’s mind. 

He said that no man had stood up under 
such punishment, that two or three treat¬ 
ments at the most of the water-cure had 
never failed to break an unruly convict. 

Tommy now had had six treatments of 
it and still held up! 

“That guy must be a nut,” the 
Warden asserted. “No sane man 
could go through the way he has — 
gone through.” 


He was determination personified. Every setback that 
he encountered intensified his bulldog will to win out. 1 
have never met his equal. What a man he would have 
made of himself if he liad applied that bulldog determina¬ 
tion to the right sort of thing! 

He had been in the hospital for three days, when the 
Warden ordered another “cure” for him. Again he came 
l»ack into the hospital to recuperate. This time he was 
in the hospital for three weeks. The rumor went through 
the prison that he was dying. The Warden asked all of 
Tommy’s friends if they knew where his relatives lived. 
I knew, but I didn’t divulge anything about 
Tommy’s family. 

He eventually came through, the grind was 
beginning to tell on Tommy. He had dropped 
from one hundred and eighty-five pounds to a 
hundred and twenty. He was nothing more than 
a shell of his former self, and he was pale and 


AND so the Warden had an 
** outside doctor come into 
the prison and examine Tommy. 
He agreed with the prison 
doctor that Tommy was 
feigning insanity. 

"I see absolutely no evi¬ 
dence of insanity,” he de¬ 
clared. “He’s faking it.” 

But the Warden was still of 
the opinion that somethin? 
was wrong with Tommy. 

“I can’t believe that he’ 
sane.” he told the doctors. 

“He’s as sane as I 
am,” the doctor con¬ 
tended. 

“Well,” the Warden 
snarled. “I’ve got an 
idea that will determine 
whether or not he’s in¬ 
sane. He’ll never come 
through this one!” 

He had evolved out of 
his hellish imagination 
a rare piece of deviltry, 
one of the most unspeak- 


Quick as a flash 
Tommy grabbed 
for the keeper’s 
gun 



Revelations of a 


Eddie Kelly lost his chance to make a fortune. Then 
followed his toboggan down the underworld trail until 
the insidious lure of dope held him in its grip. 
The man who wanted a million, faced the big¬ 
gest fight of his life 


I WANTED to be a millionaire overnight. I quit my 
garage business, and with nine thousand dollars, my 
entire capital, tried my luck as a bootlegger. With vary¬ 
ing fortunes, I continued in the game until I went into 
partnership with a bootlegger named “Red” and Red’s girl, 
Fanny. 

There was something about the midnight running of the 
blockade that gave me a great thrill, and l used to look 
forward to it with no little amount of pleasant anticipation. 
Whenever we had a chase by the revenue cutter off Graves¬ 
end. we switched the scene of our running to the Sandy 
Hook area, and when we got a chase at Sandy Hook we 
switcher! back to Gravesend. 

Getting the stuff from the boats was the least of our 
troubles. Obstacles were never encountered until we landed 
the cargo and proceeded to transport it by truck to New 
York City. Only then did we run up against hungry, 
crooked prohibition agents. These “coppers,” the ones who 
were crooked, were forever after us for their “bit.” Now 
and then we managed to get through without paying any¬ 
thing at all. But when we had to pay, we simply raised the 
price of the goods to the buyer. 

There was a prohibition agent in New York who was 
known to be a bootlegger. He put over huge deals, cover¬ 
ing them up w'ith his office. I got a tip that there was a 
warehouse downtown in which were stored fifty thousand 
cases of whisky. Fanny and I determined to raid it. and 
she suggested taking George, the bootlegger-prohibition 
agent, in on it with us, for safety. 

Just one old watchman guarded the warehouse. I 
watched the place for several nights. Every night about 
ten o’clock the watchman’s wife, Mary, brought him his 
supper, and stood and talked with him while he ate it. 

I had made all my plans and was ready to make the raid, 
when Fanny came to me, telling me that she and George 
were to be married and they both w'ished to stay out of the 
raid. At first I was suspicious, but Fanny assured me that 
even-tiling would be all right. So I took my old pal Jerry 
in on the deal, and went ahead with my plans. If I could 
put over this raid, I would stop bootlegging forever! It 
meant $200,000 to me! 

'T’HE night of the raid came at last. We had arranged two 
1 trucks to take away the stuff, and had hired a gang to 
help load it for us. As Mary, the watchman’s wife, came out 
of her house, we grabbed her and took her in my car to 
my apartment, where we planned to keep her until after 
the raid. 

We drove back near to the warehouse. My pal, disguised 
as Mary, started down the street toward the warehouse door. 


while “Jimmy the Dude” and I followed some distance be¬ 
hind. Just as "Mary” mounted the steps, a policeman turned 
the corner and crossed the street. And then, as Jerry 
knocked at the door, two more cops turned the corner! 

YY7HEN I saw those cops. I knew we had been framed. 

** I took in the situation at a glance and my mind im¬ 
mediately framed a course of action. I’ve always been able 
to think fast in a jam, and I thought faster that night than 
ever before. 

When the cops ran and mounted the steps of the ware¬ 
house I drew my gun and blazed away at them, at the same 
time shouting to Jerry to come on. Jerry evidently was 
“hep” to w'hat was going to happen, for he jumped right 
down from the steps w-hen he saw the three cops coming 
up, and rushed tow'ard us. In a minute a gun fight w'as 
raging. 

“Jimmy the Dude” and Jerry and I backed back slowly 
toward the car on the corner. The cops, who had jumped 
into the alley on the side of the warehouse, made no effort 
to follow us. When we got into the car they came out of 
the alley and began to shoot at us, but it was too late. I 
gave the car the gas and went up Broadway at sixty miles 
an hour, then, over to the apartment where Mary Mulcahey 
was a prisoner. Mary, incidentally, had been blindfolded 
when we kidnaped her in front of her home, so she didn't 
know where she was. She couldn’t give any information, 
when the detectives questioned her later on. We drove 
Mary w'ithin a block or two of her home and returned to 
the apartment. 

A day or two after the fizzle I learned from a friend, 
who was close to him. that the prohibition agent had double 
crossed me. He had weakened at the last moment. He 
knew, of course, that the robl»ery was going to be staged 
that night and at nine-thirty he sent an anonymous telephone 
call to the police, informing them that the warehouse was 
going to be burglarized. He did this, my friend said, 
primarily because his boss had received a tip or two about his 
bootlegging enterprises and was on his trail: thinking that 
a big robbery of a Government warehouse would intensify 
the suspicions of his boss and possibly precipitate an investi¬ 
gation which would expose his own crooked activities, he 
turned informer. 

I knew that it was only a matter of time until I would be 
picked up and prosecuted for this contemplated robbery, so 
I left New' York and beat it to Baltimore. 

There was a time when I harbored the idea that New 
York was the last word in all that is crooked. BuJ Baltimore 
gave me a new angle. I found an underworld in Baltimore 
that made the New York City underworld look like an 


54 


BOOTLEGGER EDDIE KELLY 



also ran. I found crooks of all description^ of a higher 
type and infinitely more clever than the New York maraud¬ 
ers. I found bootleggers that were head and shoulders 
above the New York bootleggers. The Baltimore under¬ 
world had a flavor and a color that was unique. First of 
all the crooks were clean-cut. good-looking young fellows. 
Yet they were chance-takers, gamblers who w'ould risk their 
all for a bank-roll. 

The first big whisky-runner 1 met was “Creek Charley.” 
Charley was the king of the whisky world. He was a mil¬ 


Greek Charley 
had violated 
the u n d e r- 
world creed. 
“Never sque?l" 


lionaire, yet he couldn’t read or write 
English. But he was a “bear” with the 
ladies. I mention this because there’s a 
tragedy connected with his relationship 
with a fine-looking, young Baltimore society 
girl. I want to tell the story because I would like to get 
before the reader a picture of how prohibition has given 
crooks and bootleggers an opportunity to mix wdth girls of 
good families—an opportunity they never would have had if 
prohibition hadn’t become a law. 

Charley was good looking. He was six feet tall and 
weighed about a hundred and ninety-five pounds. He was 
not one of the careless type; he was dapper and immaculate 
and more or less of an actor, that is to say he was forever 


Baltimore. Now and then some of his rich customers would 
call on him at his suite in the hotel. Invariably they would 
have girls with them, and so Charley, in time, cultivated the 
acquaintance of a number of nice girls. Most of the girls 
were very young, perhaps seventeen to nineteen, unknowing, 
immature and, consequently, inordinately impressionable. 
He never would have met these .young girls, and the rich 
men to whom he sold whisky would never have mingled 
with him, except for the fact that he handled good whisky. 


posing and aping others. And he was continually using the 
gestures and expressions that he observed in his companion- 
who were more polished than he. 


l_I K made his headquarters in one of the most exclusive 
* 1 hotels where he had a suite of four rooms. He enter 
tained like a monarch and spent money like a drunken sailor. 
These may sound like contradictory terms, monarch and 
tailor, but in my opinion they are the only terms that will 
characterize this strange bootlegger. In his suite he had a 
wonderful collection of books—Swinburne and 
Keats, and Wilde, Shelley, Balzac, Flaubert, 
most of the Russian writers, and works on 
philosophy. Yet he never read the books: he 
couldn’t read them! Having heard people talk 
of them, he, too, could talk of them. 

Charley sold booze to all the rich clubmen of 
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He had what they wanted, so they played around with him. 

Helen Singleton was nineteen when she met Charley. She 
immediately fell in love with him, and she thought he loved 
her. The affair ran along beautifully for a few months. 
Then the revenue men got on his trail. He was arrested in¬ 
numerable times and paid huge fines. Finally they drove 
him out of Baltimore. Helen went with him, but he never 
married her. After a time he tired of her, and gast her 
adrift. A year or two later Helen died over on Blackwell’s 
Island, a victim of an overdose of heroin. 

EVERSES dogged Charley hard and fast. He was tried 
and convicted and sentenced to a term of three years in 
Baltimore. But for some reason the sentence was held up 
for a month or two. We bootleggers never for a moment 
thought that anything was wrong. We had an idea that 
Charley was bribing some of the officials with a bundle of 
dough, and doubtless in time would be able to square the 
three-year bit. 

Then one by one we began to fall. Arrest followed ar¬ 
rest ; we lost nearly all of our money. We began to do some 
thinking. Somebody who knew us must be wrong; some¬ 
body must be giving the cops information about our ac¬ 
tivities. But who could be doing it? 


me. Thieves and gangsters and women of the half-world 
were my companions. 

Then I became addicted to drugs. Like all dope-fiends 
I was extremely courageous when under the influence of 
cocaine, and planned the most spectacular crimes imaginable. 
Bootlegging was commonplace when my dope-crazed brain 
was active. I longed for thrills that rum-running could 
never supply. Before I knew it, almost, I was a hold-up 
man. For a time I specialized on daylight hold-ups of 
stores in and about New York City. It never occurred to 
me that there w r as such a thing as penalty, and that some day 
I would pay the price for all my transgressions. 

MOW and then l met old friends while I was up against 
A ^ the dope. Invariably they commented on my wretched 
appearance. One day I met the girl I had been engaged to 
marry. I tried to pass her by, but she recognized me before 
I could get away. I didn’t want her to see me or talk to me 
because I was shabbily dressed and dirty. Her eyes filled 
up with tears when she spoke to me: 

“Eddie!” she exclaimed. “How you’ve changed!’’ 

I tried to laugh off her remark. 

“Changed?” I asked. , 

“You look terrible. What are you doing?” 


“'M’EARLY all the boats that came into Rum Row carried crews of 
from five to ten men. This meant that we had at least five men 
ter stick up, regardless of which boat we attacked. Jerry and I went 
out to Rum Row the very next night after I had overheard that con¬ 
versation in the big bootlegger's office. I decided to select a big boat, 
cultivate the captain, and then obtain his confidence, so that I would 
know to a day when he would arrive with his next load, and what that 
load would be. 

“I met Captain Howard of the Lizzie D, and-” 


Well, we ultimately found out that Greek Charley was the 
traitor. Just about that time I was sentenced to serve a six 
months’ term in the Baltimore jail. One morning about a 
month after my committal, I picked up a paper and read of 
Charley’s death. He was found in his apartment with his 
throat cut. A note was pinned on his breast, which read : 

“The end of a rat. Other rats take warning!!!” 

He had violated the underworld creed, “Never squeal!” 
And so the underworld jackals had sent him over the 
border into the infinite. He died as he had lived. The 
mystery of his murder has never been solved, and probably 
never will be. 

A FTER a year in the South J returned to New York. A 
number of interesting things had occurred while I was 
out of the city. Fannie and George had married and after 
George got all the money Fannie had saved, he left her for 
another woman. Fannie took to dope and kept going lower 
and lower. George landed in the Goverment prison at At¬ 
lanta for a three-year term. The Government agents had 
got the goods on him at last. 

When I returned to New York, after three years in the 
bootlegging game, I was broke, down and out. The girl 
to whom I was engaged had long since given me up. I had 
now reached the stage of the game where nothing bothered 


“Nothing at all.” I hung my head as my thoughts flew 
back three years to the time when I had had my garage 
business. 

“I’ve been looking for you for a year or more. Where 
have you been?” 

“I’ve been away.” 

She shook her head. “Eddie.’’ she asked, "why don’t you 
try to get on your feet again?” 

“I’m all right,” I said. “Don’t worry about me, Grace. 
I’m all right.” 

“Why don’t you come see me?” 

“I didn’t think you wanted to see me.” 

“I wish you would come and try and straighten yourself 
up again,” and she sighed. 

I PROMISED to go see her, and then I dashed up the street 
1 leaving her standing where I had met her. For the first 
time in three years I had a realization of how low I had 
dropped. An ague of remorse dominated me as I compared 
what I was with what I might have been if I had lived the 
right sort of life. I resolved to straighten up. But within 
twenty-four hours the resolution to beat my way back to 
where I once had been, perished. The cocaine strangled my 
will, paralyzed me, and led me on deeper into the abyss. 

It frequently happened that I didn’t have enough money to 
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“I want to get away from it, Jerry.” 

“Then into a sanitarium you’ll go right now!” 

And I did. Jerry engaged a private room and a nurse 
and paid all my expenses. After about two months I came 
out a new man. Immediately I plunged into the bootlegging 
game again, more energetically than ever. I had just one 
ambition, and that was to make one big bank-roll. Then I’d 
go back into the garage 
business, settle down and 
get married. 

From time to time I 


supply the drug appetite. Then I suffered excruciatingly. 
Nobody has any idea of the unspeakable, soul-crushing tor¬ 
ment that the drug addict experiences when he lacks money 
to get dope. There isn’t anything in the English language 
sufficiently descriptive to paint a word picture of the horror 
and agony that rack the addict, body and soul. 

My good pal Jerry, whom I hadn’t seen in over a year, 


found me one 
morning after I 
had spent a 
dopeless night. 

He found me in 
the little room 
that I occupied 
ovtr on Twenty- 
thir<I Street 
near Seventli 
Avenue, weak 
from the con¬ 
vulsions of pain 
I had been 
undergoing all 
night long. 

“E d d i e , 
what’s the mat¬ 
ter with you ?” 

Jerry exclaimed 
when he saw 
me. 

“I’ve got the 
coke habit,” I 
muttered. 

Jerry was a 
clean-cut Irish¬ 
man. He was 
shocked to learn that I had taken to drugs. The extent of 
Jerry’s vices was a drink of whisky; using drugs, in his 
opinion, was the last word. 

“Y’ve got to get away from that stuff, Eddie.” 


called on Grace 
who never failed 
to talk the fight 
sort of life to me. 
And I really had a 
longing for tjiat 
life, but somehow* 
or other I lacked 
the courage to 
start into it with¬ 
out money. I had 
an idea that I 
couldn’t make the 
grade unless I had 
a big bank-roll. In 
my pilgrimage 
after the hank-roll 
I encountered 
more and more 
crookedness and 
tragedy, and I 
drifted farther 
apart from the 
ideal that lived 
with me at in¬ 
tervals. • 

Jerry and I 
bought a motor- 
boat to do runi- 
iunning from the boats that came in from the Bahama 
Islands and from England and other European ports. We 
played the old stamping-grounds off Sandy Hook. Long 
Branch and Gravesend. For a ( Continued on page 94) 


When I met Grace 
I tried to pass her 
by, but she recog¬ 
nized me 



How I Saved the 
AMERICAN FLEET 

Destruction threatened the American Destroyer Fleet- 
necessary food for Great Britain jeopardized—the 
bread supply for the Allies in danger of being cut 
off. On the shoulders of Tom Meares rested a 
turning point in the great World War 


M Y heart skipped at terrific pace that day I received 
my first real summons to see the Chief of the 
British Secret Service. I had been working in the 
service several months, and I felt that at last I 
was to be given an opportunity to do something really 
worth while. If only the assignment I was about to receive 
would be of sufficient importance to help me make a name 
for myself! 

As I closed the door of the Chief’s office behind me, I 
knew at once that my expectations were to be more than 
realized. The Chief, a man noted for his equitable temper, 
was pacing the room, his hands behind his back, muttering 
over and over. 

“It can’t be done! It simply can’t be possible!” 

Motioning me to a seat, he plunged immediately into 
the matter in hand: 

“Tom, we are up against the most serious problem that 
has confronted us since the beginning of the -war. You 
know the supremely important part the American Destroyer 
Fleet is playing in protecting our lines of communication. 
Not only does the American fleet assure us here in Eng¬ 
land of receiving our regular food supplies, but also of 
supplying the troops in France with proper food and 
ammunition.” 

“Why, yes, Chief,” I agreed. “But surely there can’t be 
any fear of that being withdrawn?” 

“Fear!” he snorted. “I wish to High Heaven there was 
only fear! The thing is almost an accomplished fact. Even 
worse—our Service, which is responsible for the fleet’s 
protection, is the means through which this dastardly plot 
has been hatched. Read this wire that just came in from 
Amsterdam, and you’ll see for yourself.” 

We had always prided ourselves that the members of 
our Service were so carefully picked that there could be 
no traitor in our midst. But as I hastily read the message, 
I realized that in some way our vigilance had been lax. 

Am reliably informed by agent in Berlin that three men, 
one a member of the organization, will sail to-day from East- 
Coast Port for Stockholm. They carry plans of American 
destroyer base at Harwich, coast defences, and complete de¬ 
tails of method of secret attack to be made within forty- 
eight hours by German submarines. Also our latest code 
book. The plan calls for the complete destruction of the 
American destroyers by some secret means known only to 
chosen few. I understand all the destroyers in the North 
Sea flotilla will be at anchor near Harwich at the chosen 
time. 


The cable, which had been despatched shortly after 
midnight, had been delayed in transmission. It was 
already a little after eight in the morning. We had no 
time to loose. 

It would be easy to warn the fleet of their danger and 
have them steam out of the harbor until the expiration of 
the time when the destruction was supposed to take place. 
But they could not be kept at sea indefinitely. And unless 
we were able to trace the three men referred to in the tele¬ 
gram, the fleet would be in constant danger whenever it 
entered the harbor for supplies. 

1 V 4 Y thoughts were still occupied with the seeming impos- 
sibility of having a traitor in our midst when the 
Chief, who was still pacing the room, suddenly stopped 
short in front of me. 

“Well! What are you going to do ?” he exclaimed. 
“Don’t gawp there all day. Get busy and act. The fleet 
has got to be saved regardless of anything else, and the 
only way to do that is to catch these fellows.' Now get 
out and get to work. Remember, Tom. this is about the 
biggest job we’ve ever tackled, and I’m going to give 
you a free hand to work it your own way. If you fail, 
you know the consequences to the Allies, so use your head. 
And the best of luck.” ' ' 

Here was my opportunity to dp- som>*.hing worth while. 
But the consequences of failure were so ghastly that I 
scarcely dared think of them. 

Briefly, there were three men, about whom I knew noth¬ 
ing—neither names nor description—sailing from England, 
probably within the next five or six hours, who—if they 
escaped the net I was about to throw out for them—would 
carry away in their pockets the destinies of thousands of 
brave American sailors, millions of dollars’ worth of war 
vessels, and the means of safely supplying hundreds of 
thousands of American, French and British soldiers with 
their daily rations of bread. 

The responsibility was appalling. But its very serious¬ 
ness gave me the requisite courage and coolness. 

/'"\UR central registry contained the names of all those 
who had at any time since the outbreak of hostilities 
had any dealings with the Government. Besides this, we 
had the names of all aliens who had landed or applied 
for passports to enter the country. Also the various allied 
subjects who were known to hold pro-German sympathies. 
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One of the two used 
a chance phrase 
which to me spoke 
volumes of guilt 


In addition, the names of 
all persons who were 
about to leave the country 
were submitted to us for 
scrutiny before their pass¬ 
ports were made valid. 

Among the latter were classed the various ships’ crews, 
complete lists of whom were given us twenty-four hours 


before any vessel was 
given its clearance papers. 

My first step, therefore, 
was to send for a list of 
all people leaving port 
that day for Stockholm or 
any near-by port, together with the records of the various 
persons not vouched for by the heads of our registry. 


By THOMAS L. M. MEARES 

Late of the British Secret Service 
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LIER first words, therefore, bowled me completely 
* * over. 

.“Hello, Tom,” she greeted me with a laugh. “The 
Chief sent me up here to arrest those three men 
you’re after. I’ve been on their trail for the past 
three days, and I’m going to arrest them in a few 
minutes. If you want to see the fun, come along 
with me. I’ll let you in on it. But first go in and see 
Ramsey. He has a message for you.” 

How those words did sting! 


I just missed the train 
taking Lottie Greene 
back to London 


I explained the importance of the case to Ramsey, who 
knew nothing of the details. And, although he tried to 
dissuade me I determined to follow the precedent of 


During the time this took, the most vivid pictures flashed 
through my mind’s eye. I saw the destroyers being blown 
up by some new chemical. I saw a fleet of submarines 
escaping the vigilance of the ships that were guarding the 
entrance of Heligoland—the German base—and lying in 
wait at some point in the outer harbor, sinking the Ameri¬ 
can destroyers one by one as they filed out toward the 
open sea. I saw all my efforts coming to naught ... the 
fleet sunk . . . disgrace upon my own and the Service’s 
head. ... By the time I received the report I was in 
a cold sweat. 


’"P HERE were, according to the records, only two boats 
* clearing port that day for Northern Europe. And on 
these ships our registry system was able to give an abso¬ 
lutely clean bill of health to all but twelve. Somewhere 
among those twelve men I felt sure were the three upon 
whom hinged the turning point of the war. 

Leaving instructions to telephone the Port Officer at 
Hull, a seaport on the east coast of England, from where 
the boats were sailing-—instructing him to withhold clear¬ 
ance papers until after my arrival, and instructing him 
to communicate with the police for the purpose of having 
the twelve suspects placed under immediate surveillance— 
I caught the next train for the north. 

I arrived at Hull shortly after two o’clock. 

During the trip my patience had become more and more 
exhausted as I tried to think out some method by which 
I could definitely eliminate the nine suspects who were not 
guilty. My irritation had brought on an attack of nerves 
that gave me an hallucination. I felt that everyone 
was watching me. I was sure I had been followed. 

And when I caught sight of Lottie Greene, one of 
our Agents, passing in a taxi—I was certain that the 
Chief had sent her after me to check up on my move¬ 
ments. 

I boiled! 

Angry and puzzled, still mulling the prob¬ 
lem over in my mind, I continued to the head¬ 
quarters of the Chief of Police. 

The Chief was able to vouch for seven of 
the twelve suspects. That helped a great deal. 

But the" other five were unknown to him. 

Furthermore, his men had been unable to find 
any trace of persons answering their de¬ 
scriptions. 

Lieutenant Ramsey, the Port Officer, in¬ 
formed me over the phone that he had delayed 
the sailing until five P. M. 

I decided to go down to Ramsey’s office 
and get one of his men to accompany me to 
the ships for the purpose of personally examin¬ 
ing the crews and passengers. 

As I reached the .door of his office, I met 
Lottie coming out. 

For the moment I had forgotten her pres¬ 
ence in Hull—surely a curious coincidence when 
she was supposed to be working on a case of counter¬ 
espionage' in Birmingham! My thoughts whirled. 

What was she doing here? And most of all, what 
business could she possibly have with the Port 
Officer ? 


Naturally, it was a great relief to know that she had 
cornered the spies. But back in my mind was the thought 
that I had failed to do the thing myself. I recovered my 
composure before Lottie could see my chagrin and, mutter¬ 
ing some kind of congratulations. I suggested a place on 
the docks where we should meet in fifteen minutes. Then 
I hastened into Ramsey’s office, thinking that perhaps 
Lottie was working on a false clue, and my chance was 
not yet lost. 

Ramsey in for met! me that Lottie had been in to see him 
and given him a letter from the Chief stating that I was 
to withdraw from the case and return to London immedi¬ 
ately, leaving Lottie in absolute control of the matter. 


M Y fighting blood was up now. What did the Chief 
mean by interfering in so critical a case? I called 
the Chief on the phone to plead to.be allowed to stay on the 
case until the suspects were actually under arrest in Lon¬ 
don. But here again circumstances were against me. The 
Chief had left the offices with Captain Hall, Chief of the 
Intelligence, and no one knew where 
to locate him. 
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Nelson and disobey orders, well realizing that any false 
step on my part—which might prevent Lottie from carry¬ 
ing out her own plans—would be blamed on me. But the 
prize was too great. I must get in on it somewhere, 
somehow! 

Accordingly, I hurried to my tryst—but there was no 
sign of Lottie! 

One of Ramsey’s sub-agents informed me that she had 
left about five minutes before, having arrested three men 
at the wharf, and had gone immediately to catch the 
southern express for London. 

I looked at my watch. There were 
still seven minutes to train time. I 
dashed away, desperate to catch the 
same train and hear from Lottie her¬ 
self the full details of her 
success. 

Generally speaking, a 
person who misses a train 
is thoroughly disgusted 
with himself. But for 
some reason the sight of 
Lottie leaning out of the 
window waving me a gay 
adieu as that train pulled 
out of the station, gave 
me infinite joy. In that 
instant I knew as surely 
as though I'd been told, 
that my work had only 
begun. There was some¬ 
thing else behind the 
laughter of that pretty, 
dark-haired girl-—some¬ 
thing more than just ela¬ 
tion over the success of 
robbing me of those three 
arrests! And it was up 
to me to prove what I 
felt! 

Quickly retracing my 
steps to Police Head¬ 
quarters, I questioned 
Chief Carter regarding 
the arrest. It appeared 
that Lottie had asked 
him for two men, and 
that he had accompanied his two best plain-clothes 
men himself. They had arrested the three spies on the 
wharf as they were about to walk up the gang-plank and 
board the vessel. A search of their persons had disclosed 
papers giving full particulars of the anchorages of the 
various destroyers and, in fact, all the details that our 
wire had led us to believe were to be smuggled out of the 
country. 

'"PHE case was complete. Chief Carter had handed the 
A papers over to Lottie and dispatched his men with her 
to London. 

Yet I wasn’t satisfied. The laughing face of that girl 
was still before me. The uneasiness I had felt as the 
train pulled out, persisted. I determined to stick around 
to the finish, to watch the departure of those two 
ships that had meant so much to me the past few 
hours. 

Perhaps if I were to get aboard those boats, mingle with 
the crew as one of them, I might discover something that 
would justify my suspicions. 

. At all events, there seemed nothing to be lost by follow¬ 
ing my hunch. It was unlikely that the Chief would have 
anything for me to do in London. 

Hurriedly I invested in a cheap workman’s outfit from 
a near-by shop. A few minutes later I w r as on the docks 


helping load the remaining merchandise into the ships’ 
holds. 

IT was after my fourth or fifth trip from the docks to 
* the hold on one of them that I stopped for a few minutes 
to light my pipe. Then and there I stumbled onto my 
first real lead. I overheard two of the crew talking. One 
used a chance phrase which might have referred to any¬ 
thing, but in the Service we learn to take note of the most 
insignificant things. Often it is these very things that 
give us just the information 
we are looking for. 

I was standing beside the 
liatchway at the time, and 
the words seemed to be com¬ 
ing from the Chief Mate’s 
cabin: 

“-worked that pretty 

well! Ya, Ya! Clever, I’ll 
say. . . .” 

I dropped my pipe, and 
the match burned my fingers. 
All the blood in my l>ody 
seemed to rush to my 
head. At last I had 
something to substan¬ 
tiate my fears! It 
might not be the men 
I wanted. It might 
not have a thing in 
the world to do with 
the case I was work¬ 
ing on. But there was 
one thing certain. 
Somewhere on that 
ship were two or 
more men who had 
put over on the 
authorities something 
which they consid¬ 
ered clever. 

I hastened to the 
Captain's cabin and 
showed him my cre¬ 
dentials. I asked that 
he summon the mate 
up to the bridge so 
that I could look over his.-cabin—and himself. 

The mate, John Bigelow I think his name was. came 
up almost at once, and I don’t know where I have ever 
seen a finer type of Anglo-Saxon. His face alone, with 
its clear blue eyes and sandy hair, dismissed any doubt 
I may have harbored as to his integrity. Yet, if he were 
innocent of any dishonesty, who were the men whose voices 
I had heard in his cabin. And had they been there with 
his permission? A hurried visit below had assured me 
that the cabin was now deserted. Only a small piece of 
paper, tom from a bigger piece containing a drawing of 
some kind, bore evidence of its recent occupancy. But 
questions.brought no helpful information. I left the mate 
and returned to the upper deck. 

J UST as I arrived, I saw Ramsey board the ship with 
the clearance papers. With these in his possession there 
was nothing to prevent the Captain from sailing at once, 
all the freight being now loaded. 

How should I act ? 

Ramsey was convinced that the spies had been cap¬ 
tured. He did not want to aid me, and considered it my 
place to return to London. There’d be no help from him. 

In desperation I hastened from the ship to Ramsey’s 
office. There I put in two long-distance calls for London 
—one to our own office, and one (Continued on page 74) 




The Man Who 


When Slevin spotted me- 


Up in Bretton Woods my 
suspicions were aroused by a 
girl. I had the instinct that 
she was the one who could have 
mailed Singleton’s letters. But 
could I find her ? And how 
could I prove my suspicions 
were right. 


By 

TRAVIS HOKE 

E LIHU GAGE, the Elihu Gage, silent partner in the 
•firm of Martiniere, wealthy jewelers, suspected one 
or all of his three active partners, or someone else 
in his organization, of systematic thievery. He called 
me in to investigate. 

I had to work under cover, because I could not disclose 
to the three partners the fact that Gage might hold them 
in suspicion. The three were Singleton, Bertschmann and 
Layton. 

When I took up the case, Singleton was«on his vacation. 
I began , to work on him, and learned from his sister that 
he intended to spend his vacation investigating the thefts 
against Martiniere’s. Subsequently I learned that Singleton 
had lied to his sister about spending week-ends with a 
girl in Boston. How he had been spending his week-ends 
for years nobody knew. 

Two weeks after Singleton’s vacation began, Martiniere’s 
most expensive sale, the famous Minturn tia-ra, was stolen. 
Two replicas, instead of one, were found. The original 
Minturn had been in the possession of Bertschmann and 
Layton. 

I went to Bretton Woods, where Singleton said he would 
spend his vacation, to look him up. I did not find him, nor 
any trace of him. And when I got back. Martiniere’s re¬ 
ceived a letter from him, mailed in Bretton Woods on the 
very day I was there! 


H ROUGH a brokerage 
I got on to a man 
named Burroughs who specu¬ 
lated heavily, and who gave the 
name of Singleton of the firm 
of Martiniere as his credit refer¬ 
ence. I determined to 
find out who the man 
Burroughs was, and 
what connection he had 
with Singleton and the 
jewel thief or thieves. 

After, checking up on 
Burroughs, I learned 
that he had disappeared 
about two years back. 
Next I tackled the 
problem of the girl in 
earnest. I traced her 
through a library book, 
and at the rooming 
house I learned that 
she was infatuated 
with a young Spaniard 
named Branca. Branca 
had disappeared abopt 
the time the thefts 
at Martiniere's were 
heaviest. Who was 
Burroughs ? Who was 
Branca ? Who and 
what and where was 
Singleton? And what 
had Alice Coburn to do 
with them? I was temporarily stumped. Meantime Elihu 
Gage, silent partner and my employer, summoned me post¬ 
haste to tell me that unless the thievery at Martiniere’s 
stopped, he would be driven to the wall. It was up to me 
to produce results without delay, to save the old firmly 
established jewel house. 

Alice Coburn made trips to the public library, and read 
nothing but a newspaper printed in Rio de Janeiro. Evi¬ 
dently she was waiting for r message. In time it came. 
Immediately she resigned her position and announced she 
was going to Denver. But instead she booked passage for 
London 1 And yet we thought she had a communication 
from Branca in Brazil! The Denver part of it was a stall, 
I felt sure. 

I WENT at once to Martiniere’s and informed Bertsch- 
1 mann what had happened, announcing that I would 
follow the girl to London. Layton arranged to go with me. 

The night before we were to sail, Alice Coburn left her 
rooming house for a walk. I followed her. thinking she 
might be planning to meet somebody. Suddenly I saw 
someone dart out of a dark areaway, then disappear in 
the shadows. When I reached the place, I paused. And 
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STOLE His Mother 


The Martiniere thief is found—but not until Detective 
Geary has led a chase from New York to London and 
to Brazil. Detective Geary found the mystery of the 
theft of a man’s mother the most unique of his 
experience. Who did it? And why? 



suddenly I felt a stunning blow—then passed out. 

T WAS in the hospital when I came to twenty-four hours 
1 later. The boat had sailed with I^ayton and Miss Cobum 
aboard. Knowing that I would be laid up for some time, 
1 arranged to have my man Slevin take the next boat, and 
I got in touch with a London detective I knew and warned 
him to keep constant watch on Layton and Miss Coburn 
when they landed. 

I still did not know who had auacked 
me, or why. From the policeman who 
had sent me to the hospital, I learned 
that Miss Coburn herself had called him 
to my aid! Further, from Gus I learned 
that Dench, a former employee of Mar- 
tiniere’s who had made the Minturn 
tiara replica, had been discharged be¬ 
cause he had a police record. Neither 
Layton nor Bertschmann had told me 
that. I sent for Dench and forced him 
to admit that he had made the second 
replica as well as the first, though he 
stanchly denied knowing there was any¬ 
thing wrong about it. Asked point- 
blank who had ordered him to make it. 
he named Layton! 

Miss Coburn cleverly managed. to slip 
away from Layton soon after they 
landed, but she was watched by my 
London man. who followed her to 
London hotel. Layton tried hard to find 
her, even going so far as to put 
detectives on her trail, but she 
moved to a smaller hotel and eluded 
him. 

The next I heard 
was that Miss Co¬ 
burn had booked 
passage for Brazil. 

Almost ready to 
leave the hospital by 
this time. I arranged 
to take a boat to 
Brazil which would 
get me there five 
days before Miss 
Coburn, and thus 
give me an oppor¬ 
tunity to locate 
Branca before she 


"Let ’em go,” I 
signed to him 


arrived. Then I had my London man notify Layton that 
Miss Coburn was sailing, but too late for him to take the 
same boat. And then Layton cabled me he was following 
Miss Coburn to Buenos Aires! Why should he try to 
fool me? 

Arriving in Rio de Janeiro, I went at once to the steam¬ 
ship office. Two cables awaited me: one from Slevin 
stating that he and Miss Coburn were on the Aurania 
bound for Rio; and another from my I .on don man, telling 
me that Layton had taken the next boat. 
But there was no word from Slevin that 
Miss Coburn had cabled Branca where to 
meet her. 1 had tanked on that to help 
me locate Branca easily. 

There was but one thing 
left for me to do—that was 
to try to trace Branca. I 
hoped to do this through a 
newspaper man named da 
Silva, to whom the ship's 
doctor had given me a letter, 
in case I should need aid. 

TIERMAN DA SILVA 
A * looked all of the mixture 
of German and Portuguese 
that the .ship's doctor had 
said he was—black hair, blue 
eyes, and a com¬ 
plexion that was 
a struggle between 
ruddy and sallow. 
He was a little 
fellow, but chunky, 
and dressed in what 
I had already 
perceived was the 
height of local fash¬ 
ion : tight-waisted 

coat with a big flare 
to the skirts, fancy 
vest, tight high- 
water trousers, and 
patent-leather but¬ 
ton shoes. But he 
was no sap; I cpuld 
tell that right away. 
I gave him the letter of 
introduction from the doc¬ 
tor. . 

"The doctor says here 
that he would appreciate it 
if I can be of service to 
you.’’ he said, with less 
accent than most New 
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Yorkers use. “Will you tell me, please, what that can be?” 

“Well, in the first place, it will be entirely confidential,” 

I said. “I’m here to find a man, a Brazilian, I believe, 
who has come from the United States within the last 
three or four months. I want to find him right away 
—inside of three days, to be exact.” (I had four more 
days, but the doctor had warned me of the slowness 
of the tropics.) “He must not, by any chance, learn that 
anybody is looking for him, least of all some one from 
the States. I needn't tell you why I am looking for him, 
because I really don’t know myself—or won’t until I have 
found him. I expect to pay for your help, and if you 
wish we’ll make it a rate by the day. but I’d rather pay 
you for the job all at once. What do you say?” 

L_I E stalled along for a bit, as I had known he would. 

* * He wanted to think it over, was terribly pressed for 
time, and so on, but he finally consented. 

“Now, what do we 
know about your man ?” 
he asked, when the nego¬ 
tiations were over. 

“I know the name he 
used in the States,” I said, 

“his description, and I 
have an idea of the ap¬ 
proximate date he got 
here. So far as I know 
his business is jewelry, if 
he’s doing anything here. 

He claimed to have been 
away from home ever 
since he was a child, and 
has taken out preliminary 
citizenship papers in the 
States.” The doctor had 
warned me to be careful 
in speaking of home; it 
very naturally gets a 
South American’s goat to 
hear the United States 
spoken of as America. 

LIE took out a large 

* * note-book such as 
movie reporters use, and 
prepared to put down all 
this data. 

“That is a very com¬ 
mon name,” he said as 
he wrote down “Manoel 
Branca.” “By that name 
in this city there will 
probably be more than a 
hundred men. When do 
you say he arrived here in Rio de Janeiro?” he asked. 

"That I’m not sure of,” I said. “But I think it must 
have been during the second week in August.” 

“We may find him listed in the paper; but, first, are you 
sure he came here?” 

I told him as much as I cared to about Miss Cobum 
reading the Rio paper in the library every day, and also 
that I had learned she was sailing here from London. 

“And by the w'ay. it was your own paper, the Journal 
do Comercio, that she read.” 

“But she did not read all of it?” 

“No. just the want ads, they looked like.” 

“Show me, please,” handing me a copy of the Journal. 

I indicated the page that Miss Coburn had been interested 
in, but Herman could find nothing that would help us. I 
wished I had noticed the exact date of the paper she had 
read just before she went to the steamship office thht day. 

“I think the first thing to do is to look over the papers 


for the second week in August and see if his name appears 
as arriving from the States,” I suggested next. 

But it did not. The nearest was a man named Manoel 
B. Pereira. 

“That too is strange,” said da Silva, “if it was during 
this time, for there are very few Brazilians who go to the 
States and still fewer who come back from there.” 

“In the States, newspapers file clippings indexed by the 
names of the people they print stories about,” I said. “Do 
they do the same here?” 

They did, but none of the Manoel Brancas could be 
our man. 

“Did he hear from Brazil while he was in the States?” da 
Silva asked. 

“Not that I know of. I wouldn’t know who had written 
him, anyway.” 

"Perhaps some one cabled him?” 

Herman, as I have said, was no sap. The cable office 
records were worth look¬ 
ing over anyway, if we 
could get at them. I 
should have thought of it 
myself. 

We went to the clerk in 
charge of the files at the 
cable office and da Silva 
jabbered away at him 
for a few minutes, both 
of them seeming much 
excited. Then Herman 
slipped him some money 
and the clerk left the 
room, pointing to a file 
case as he left. 

And so we went to 
work on the files, which 
were indexed by names 
instead of dates. We 
must have glanced at 
thousands before da Silva 
pulled out one. 

“This one is to Manoel 
Branca in New York,” he 
said. “And it is the De¬ 
partment of Police send¬ 
ing it to him. No doubt 
it is in code.” 

“Go ahead, translate it.” 
“Well, it says they are 
very sorry to tell him 
but Emeralita Branca, a 
widow, and alone, died 
while in the service of a 
family who have buried 
her. This is sent July 
fifteenth this year. No doubt that is a faked message.” 
“Can you find out from the police?” 

P\A SILVA intimated that the police existed principally 
to carry out his whims, just like an American re¬ 
porter. 

“Let’s go see them, then.” 

“You should wait outside, I think.” said da Silva, as we 
came to the police building. “It might emharrass my 
friends to know that one other than myself is interested 
to learn their messages. And it would be well to let me 
have more money, in case one has to be persuaded.” Then 
stuffing my milreis notes into his pocket, he went in. 

I must have waited an hour, in a rickety open carriage, 
before he strolled out.’ 

“I have learned much, if this Manoel Branca is your 
Manoel Branca,” he announced importantly. “He cabled 
the police asking them to locate (Continued on page m ) 
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The Mystery of Room 16 

(Continued from page 49) 


design of blue for-get-me-nots. The comb 
was almost clean. If hair had been 
combed with it that day, then the hair 
had been very clean and free from oil. 
But in the brush there was caught a hair 
or two—hairs of a reddish-brown color. 

I STROLLED up to the sergeant, who 
was talking with Fleurnoy, the house 
detective. 

“The woman you want is not a blonde,” 
I said. “She’s brunette, with reddish- 
brown hair, slightly curly. She does not 
rouge her cheeks, which are olive-tinted, 
and she does use a dark red lipstick, prob¬ 
ably very heavily. Her hair has just been 
shampooed.” 

The sergeant was staring at me as if 
I were a seercss. “Who in the world are 
you, and how do you know so much?” he 
demanded. 

“Miss Austin, of the Press/’ Fleurnoy 
chuckled as he introduced us. 

The sergeant followed me to the dress¬ 
ing-table, where I went over my findings. 
He seemed to be entirely convinced of 
their soundness, and immediately detailed 
two plain-clothes men to make inquiries 
for such a person as I had described, both 
in the hotel and in the principal shops; 
for it was not forgotten that Mrs. Anson 
was supposed to be shopping while her 
husband was getting the room at the 
Alexandria. 

“Would you mind telling me what you 
found in the man’s pockets and luggage, 
that would give any clues to his personal¬ 
ity or identity?” I asked the sergeant. “I 
was not here when you made the search.” 

“Certainly,” he replied. He stopped to 
open the handsome black cowhide suit¬ 
case at his feet. “Here’s everything that 
was found. Suit of lavender silk pajamas, 
brand new, never been slept in, a white 
silk shirt, not badly worn, but still it’s 
seen its best days; two white, near-linen 
handkerchiefs, unmarked, even by a laun¬ 
dry; a pair of black silk socks, with holes 
in the toes. If he had a wife, she didn’t 
mend his socks, that’s a cinch! That’s 
all. there was in the suitcase. In his 
pockets we found no money, just a small 
change purse, entirely empty, this little 
red book that’s supposed to be a guide 
to Los Angeles’ streets and public build¬ 
ings, and a yellow lead pencil.” 

I LOOKED at the stuff with keen in¬ 
terest, but its meagerness and common¬ 
placeness discouraged my detective in¬ 
stincts. The patent conclusion, which had 
already been reached by Fleurnoy and the 
sergeant, as they told me quickly enough, 
was that the young man had intended to 
stay only one night in the Alexandria, and 
that, unless he had some hidden source of 
money, had intended to beat his hotel bill. 

“Maybe his wife carried the purse,” I 
suggested. “That may be the reason he 
was so distressed over her long shopping 
orgy. Had it occurred to you that there 
are no women’s garments in this suitcase? 
Doesn’t that indicate that she wasn’t his 
wife at all, that she met him here only 
for an amorous adventure?” 

I realized too late that the other re¬ 


porters, three of whom were still linger¬ 
ing, were absorbing my conclusions and 
would undoubtedly use them and add to 
them as their own. But only one of them 
worked on an evening newspaper, and he 
was of the aggressive kind that scorns 
other people’s opinions. If he used mine, 
it would only be to refute them. And I 
needed all the meat I could get for the 
story I would have to hurry back to the 
office for the final edition. 

“Then if the boy was having an ad¬ 
venture, he was pretty poorly provided 
with the wherewithal,” and Fleurnoy 
grinned. “Maybe that’s what they quar¬ 
reled about. He admitted to her over the 
French pastry and coffee that he was 
broke, and she reproached him. and he 
ended it all. I think it was suicide,” he 
concluded. 

‘“T'HEN where is the container for the 

*• poison?” I demanded. The policemen 
had been searching both bedroom and hath 
for the box or any other sort of con¬ 
tainer, but without results. Fleurnoy had 
also had the ground beneath the win¬ 
dow thoroughly gone over. I neglected 
to mention that the room was a rear 
one, and that the fire-escape led down 
into a rear court or areaway. A box 
hurled from the window just before the 
fatal dose had been taken, would easily 
have been recovered. But there was no 
such box. 

Dr. Braddock, the house physician, had 
accompanied the body to the morgue, but 
the police had already gotten his verdict 
—death by cyanide poisoning. Of course, 
a post mortem would be held, but its re¬ 
sults could not become public before the 
next day, or even for two days. 

I spent a few more minutes in study¬ 
ing the lay of the luncheon table, which 
had not been touched or disturbed in any 
way, and then I telephoned my paper, 
from the room, the facts as far as I 
knew them at the time. The city editor 
had already sent our staff photographer 
to the morgue to photograph the young 
man, and his picture appeared in the 
final edition, which reached the streets 
about six o’clock. 

When I went to the office I elaborated 
the story in my own style, creating a pic¬ 
ture of the sought-for woman, and de¬ 
scribing with minute care the looks of the 
man, the room, and the examination of 
the witnesses. 

T HEN, ill our usual sensational style, 
I queried the public: 

1. Who is Jerry Anson? 

2. Who was the olive-skinned, curly- 
haired woman who ate lunch with him and 
then fled when Jerry Anson was dying of 
cyanide poisoning? 

3. Was Jerry Anson murdered by the 
woman who fled down the fire-escape? Or 
was he a suicide? 

4. Did the woman flee because she was 
not his wife, and could not risk exposure 
and scandal? 

I predicted that an analysis of the food 
on the table would show that the cyanide 
had been taken in the cup of coffee, which 
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had been less than half-finished when 
Jerry Anson staggered from the table, to 
die before he could summon help. That 
was another point which I stressed in 
my murder theory: If Jerry Anson had 
been determined to commit suicide, why 
did he stagger out of his room to seek 
help from the elevator man? The fact 
that he had left his room, instead of look¬ 
ing toward the woman for help, indicated 
to me that she had either left the room 
before he drank the deadly coffee, or he 
knew her to be his murderess. 

I also reminded my readers of the old 
adage that no one commits suicide on a 
full stomach. There is something so 
heartening about good, hot food that 
troubles seem to lift, if only for an hour. 

Of course the authorities had immedi¬ 
ately notified Oakland of the death of 
Jerry Anson, and a wire to our staff corre¬ 
spondent there brought a long reply by 
wire. Although it was after nine o’clock 
when the answer came, I was telephoned 
for at my home. On my arrival I was 
shown the wire and given a hurry-up 
assignment. 

M RS. AMELIA ANSON, Jerry’s 
mother, had been located by our re¬ 
porter. Before she succumbed to grief 
prostration, she denied most emphatically 
that he was married, or had been en¬ 
gaged to be married, so far as she knew. 
She said that he had left Oakland two 
days before his death, intending to find 
work, and had gone to the home of his 
cousins, Mr. and Mrs. Alfred Lord, of 
Long Beach. 

She had had a letter from him, written 
the day before his death and received just 
a few hours before our reporter broke 
the news of his death to her. The letter 
was optimistic. He said he was having 
a good time at his cousins’ house, told 
how much he admired his second cousin, 
sixteen-year-old Alfreda Lord, and said 
he hoped to land a good job the next day. 
The letter ended with a request for a 
small loan of twenty dollars, to tide him 
over his job hunt. 

The mother tearfully protested that her 
boy was a thoroughly good son, but he 
had been unfortunate in the matter of 
jobs. She had immediately dispatched a 
letter with a money-order for thirty 
dollars, more than he had asked for. She 
also protested that he would not commit 
suicide because he was broke; he knew 
she would always send him something— 
all she could afford. 

"I want you to hustle out to Long 
Beach and see this girl, Alfreda Lord, be¬ 
fore the police get on the track of these 
cousins he was visiting," the night city 
editor told me. 

I HAD no trouble in locating the Lords, 
for our Oakland correspondent had 
given the correct address. I found the 
household in a state of terrific excitement. 
Not only had they read my sensational 
account of the Anson boy’s death, to¬ 
gether with its description of the woman 
whose personal appearance I had built up 
from her cosmetics, but their daughter 
was missing. I sensed immediately their 
dreadful fear of me, and guessed its cause, 
even before I saw a portrait of the young 
girl hanging on the wall of the stuffy 
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little sitting-room. She had lovely curly 
hair, and her great lustrous brown eyes 
indicated an olive • complexion. 

“Have you any idea where your daughter 
is?” I asked. 

“She—she’s at the home of a girl friend. 
She told us she was going to spend the 
night there,” the mother offered trem¬ 
blingly, looking toward her haggard-faced, 
silent husband. 

“Mother, we’ve got to find Alfreda. 
There’s no use beating about the bush,” 
the husband said suddenly. “She can ex¬ 
plain where she’s been.” Then to me: 
"We’ve called up her girl friend's house, 
and she hasn’t been there all day!” 

“Did she or Jerry leave the house first?” 

I asked. 

“She did,” the mother answered, crying 
freely now. “Oh, this is terrible!” 

“Was Jerry in love with Alfreda?” I 
probed relentlessly. 

“He—he hardly knew her,” the father 
said slowly. “He was here a lot last 
summer, but Alfreda was nearly always 
out with the other youngsters. I think 
he admired her a lot; he was always tell¬ 
ing her how pretty she is. But I know 
she didn't give him a thought.” 

T HE man’s careful reply told me that 
I had hit upon a sore spot. Evidently 
the mother and father knew that Jerry 
Anson had been crazy about the girl; this 
was the basis of their wild fears now. 

I was about to leave the house when I 
asked suddenly if I might see the girl’s 
room. They consented, exchanging fear¬ 
ful glances. The walls of the little room 
were almost covered with pictures of 
movie stars, mostly of the sleek-haired 
sheik type. The little white dresser was 
almost bare, but in the middle stood what 
I had been looking for—a small white ivory 
tray, decorated with blue for-get-me-nots. 

“This is very pretty. Did your daughter 
paint it?” I asked. 

“Yes,” both father and mother answered 
immediately, with a touch of pride. 

“Where is the rest of the set?” I asked. 
“I’d like to see the other pieces.” 

The mother opened a bureau drawer, 
and then looked blankly at me. The other 
pieces were gone! 

Without increasing their terror by tell¬ 
ing them what I thought, I took my leave. 

I was sure the city editor would want to 
get out an extra on the facts I had ob¬ 
tained, and I was in a hurry to get to 
a telephone. As I was walking rapidly 
down the path I almost stumbled against 
a figure crouching beneath a small palm 
tree. Even before I raised her to her 
feet I knew' who it was. Alfreda Lord 
had come home—to face the music, what¬ 
ever the tune might be. 

I went with her into the house, and 
heard her tearful yet defiant rebuttal of 
her parents’ frantic accusations. When 
her mother told her that they had called 
the girl friend and had found that Alfreda 
had not been at her home, she hesitated, 
then told them her story. 

H ER story was pitifully weak. She 
said she had gone to the beach for 
a swim, had rented a bathing suit, and 
stayed in the water until nearly lunch 
time. She had gone into Los Angeles for 
lunch at the Pig-and-Whistle alone, and 


had then gone to a movie at the Kinema 
Theater. After dinner, still alone, she 
had gone to another movie at the Mission 
Theater, and had then taken the trolley 
to Long Beach. 

“Alone, all that time?” I inquired 
skeptically. 

“Yes. I wanted Pearl to go with me. 
but she had a date, so I decided to spend 
one day just as I pleased.” 

“Where did you get the money for your 
lonesome party?” I prodded her. 

“I made it myself 1” she protested. “I 
worked as an extra for three days last 
week, over on the New-Art lot!” 

The next day the girl was arrested, 
charged with the murder of Jerry Anson. 
The presence of her comb and brush and 
mirror, together with her favorite brand 
of face powder and lipstick, seemed suffi¬ 
cient evidence for the grand jury, then in 
session. Her alibi had been completely 
exploded before Jerry Anson had been 
dead twenty-four hours. 

I T looked very black indeed for pretty 
little Alfreda Lord. I interviewed her 
twice, trying to wring a confession from 
her, or at least an honest story of her 
luncheon with Jerry Anson. But she 
stoutly, sullenly and defiantly asserted her 
innocence of any connection at all with 
his death. She said she had not seen him 
since his last breakfast at her home. 
When I reminded her that her own alibi 
had been ripped to ribbons, she shut up 
and refused to answer any more questions. 

Chemical analysis of the food left on 
the luncheon table revealed the presence 
of cyanide only in the cup of coffee from 
which the boy had drunk. At the order 
of the district attorney, the luncheon 
table had been left exactly as it was 
when the death was discovered, with the 
exception of the removal of portions of 
the food. Two or three detectives had 
gone over everything thoroughly, but still 
Room 16 remained just as Jerry Anson 
had left it—and would remain so until 
every possible clue had been exhausted. 
Although the girl had been arrested, a 
case had to be built up against her, and 
the room itself offered the only possible 
source for clues, it seemed. 

Could the girl be guilty? 

An hour after the lusty-lunged newsboys 
had begun to scream their gruesome invita¬ 
tion to read about the Anson murder mys¬ 
tery, I was still at my desk, lost in a 
brown study. Some loose end kept ham¬ 
mering at my brain, demanding to be 
cleared up. And suddenly I saw day¬ 
light ! 

I grabbed my telephone. A long minute 
later I was talking to the chief of de¬ 
tectives. 

“Have you had a report from the finger¬ 
print experts, yet?” I demanded. 

“They’re working on ’em now,” the 
chief answered. “They’ve taken the prints 
from nearly everything in the room.” 

“Especially the dishes and silver?” I 
insisted. 

“Sure!” the chief came back. “Hold 
the line and I'll see when they expect to 
be finished.” 

A little later came the good news: “Be 
ready to show ’em to you in less than 
half an hour.” 

A taxi took me quickly to the hotel, 
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which had settled down to normal. Fleur¬ 
noy, the house detective, seemed glad to 
see me. 

“Well, have you found the mystery 
girl, Miss Detective?” he asked tcasinglv. 

“No—and yes!” I replied. “For I don’t 
believe there was one.” 

Fleurnoy looked at me inquiringly, about 
to ask a question, but I hurried him on 
up to Room 16. 

“What do you mean about the woman?” 
Fleurnoy asked, entering the room directly 
behind me. 

“Just what I said. There was no lady. 
Jerry Anson was here alone. He com¬ 
mitted suicide—did it to get even with 
the girl who had turned him down, I’ll 
bet my life—Alfreda Lord! Wanted to 
go out in a blaze of publicity and to cause 
as much trouble and excitement as he 
could. He stole Alfreda’s toilet set and 
planted it in the room. Probably thought 
Alfreda could prove an alibi, but wanted 
to get even with her and cause her a lot 
of trouble, anyway!” 

“And what about the lunch she ate? 
We know from the post mortem he didn’t 
eat it.” 

“She didn’t eat it either! Instead, he 
threw it away—washed it away, rather.” 

F LEURNOY looked at me a moment, 
then started toward the bathroom. 
“What about the container for the 
cyanide?” he asked. 

“That, too. And what’s more, I’ll be 
willing to bet a week’s pay you will find 
traces of mayonnaise, a slight film of 
grease left from the salad in there, to 
prove my point!” 

Fleurnoy returned from the bathroom 
a minute later, smiling broadly. “You’re 
right,” he said. “Whatever started you 
on this track?” 

“Well,” I admitted, “there was one little 
clue that struck me as significant all along. 
The girl was supposed to have used a 
lipstick just before the luncheon. But one 
of the first things I noticed was that there 
was no little line of red on the grapefruit 
spoon. And there always is on my spoorf! 
The darn stuff just will come off!” 

All my surmises proved to be entirely 
correct and the fingerprints found on the 
china proved definitely that no one had 
been in the room except Jerry Anson. 

Alfreda had refused Jerry’s proposal of 
marriage the night before he died, so she 
told us later. 

He was not the first love-smitten swain 
to seek solace in death. 
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Eleanor Boardman, soulful-eyed Mciro-Goldwyn Star 
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yard into a stone corridor which, he re¬ 
marked, was the women’s section of the 
prison. Then a door was unbolted, and 
I stepped into the almost total blackness 
of a tiny cubicle. The door clanged be¬ 
hind me. 

IN all my adventures with criminals, I 
* never have dealt with one in such hor¬ 
rible circumstances. The cell stank. It 
was like a furnace. I could not see the 
face or form of its inmate. I was aware 
only of an anguished whimpering, as the 
poor wretch cowered in fear of the bru¬ 
talities that a visit ordinarily meant to 
her. There is no regular work for these 
San Carlos convicts. And on the days 
when they remain locked in, they are pun¬ 
ished and ill-treated as a matter of course. 

I had no time to lose in launching the 
bluff I had planned to try with her: 

“I am Georges Dumas, the Frenchman 
whom Felipe Garcia introduced to you 
three years ago. At the Estrella the other 
day, the girls told me of the trouble you 
were in. So I came to see if I could be 
of help to you.” 

When she was at last persuaded that 
I was indeed a man from the outer world, 
she murmured timorously: 

“I don’t seem to remember you.” 

“No matter,” I replied. “I am one of 
Felipe’s best friends, and I want to aid 
you for his sake. You remember him, 
don’t you?” 

“Ah, yes! I loved him.” 

“Is he in this prison?” 

“Maybe. If so, he is in the dungeons. 
We never see the men in the dungeons. 
Their names are never spoken.” 

“When were you last with Felipe?” 

“The night before he disappeared.” 

“And you have no idea what became of 
him?” 

“No, Senor/* 

“Did you mail a letter for him that 
night ?” 

CHIC hesitated, searching her memory. 

“A letter? I have no memory of such 
a thing.” 

“Well, some other evening around that 
time. Did he not give you an envelope 
to stamp and send ? A letter to his mother. 
There was a leaf enclosed in it.” 

“He did not ask any such service of me, 
Sciior. No.” Her tone had become posi¬ 
tive. "I swear it.” 

I was deeply disappointed. Reaching 
Dolores and gaining her confidence had 
not advanced my case a jot. Indeed, I 
had acquired a new problem; for it would 
be unthinkable, knowing her condition, not 
to work for the release of the girl as 
well. 

With a warning to her not to tell any 
one that I had spoken of Felipe, and a 
promise to visit her again, I left the cell. 

The military clerk was waiting for me 
a short distance down the corridor, his 
face twisted into a grin of foul amuse¬ 
ment. It suited me, however, to have him 
think that my interview with Dolores had 
been a sentimental one. He started to 
lead the way directly back to the prison 
office, when again I took a chance. 


“I have been told that you have marvel¬ 
ous dungeons in this place,” I said. 

“The best in South America,” he an¬ 
swered complacently. “The rascals we 
put there, don’t get away.” 

“I would give a lot to see such a 
curiosity.” 

“Impossible. The rule against visitors 
is absolute.” 

I showed him some money—a much 
larger sum than I had already paid him— 
and the fellow began to shake. The itch¬ 
ing of his palms was a thing one could 
literally see. 

“IOOK here,” he whined. “I’d lose my 
I— 1 job if I tried to take you to the dun¬ 
geons. Why, I couldn’t get past the 
guards myself. But I might show you 
that end of the prison—above ground, you 
understand. Would that amuse you?” 

I nodded. He snatched the money 
from me, and led me through many pas¬ 
sageways and down flights of steps until 
we emerged in a tiny square courtyard, 
enclosed by towering walls. There was 
a trap-door at one end, guarded by half 
a dozen soldiers. 

My guide nudged me. “The only en¬ 
trance to the dungeons,” he whispered. 
“Soldiers stand over it day and night.” 

The peril in attempting to bribe my 
way any further was obvious. At least 
I knew where the dictator’s torture-hole 
was located. It was in the lowest depths 
of that jutting portion of the castle, 
washed on three sides by the harbor. I 
was about to turn back, when suddenly 
I observed something which proved the 
soundness of the detective’s hunch I had 
followed in using Dolores as a pretext for 
visiting the place. 

In the arid soil of the courtyard, a 
single stunted tree was growing—a poin- 
settia 1 

“Are the crooks from down there ever 
brought up for a little fresh air?” I asked 
indifferently, pointing at the trap-door. 

“Now and then, the well-behaved ones 
are allowed to pay for the privilege.” 

Additional questions would have been 
futile. I felt it to be practically certain 
that Felipe Garcia was in the San Carlos 
prison. His last message had been sent 
from there. The poinsettia leaf had been 
picked up in the courtyard. A jailer, 
doubtless, had been bribed to mail the 
envelope. But the last-named must surely 
also have contained a letter, which had 
been abstracted. At any rate his message, 
written in red, had brought him aid! 

I RETURNED to Caracas the same day, 
* my mind absorbed with plans that all 
seemed equally hopeless, to admit the 
truth. In real life, escapes are not en¬ 
gineered from the subterranean cells of 
a fortress like San Carlos. Agents who 
drug and overpower soldiers by the dozen, 
find the necessary keys, and so on, belong 
strictly to the world of fiction. It was 
up to me to evolve some more subtle 
method. 

While I was puzzling over this, I did 
not realize that my own situation was 
almost as desperate as that of Felipe. 
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This is what happened to me: 

.Leaving the railroad station after dark, 
on the day I visited the San Carlos prison, 

I followed one of the main boulevards for 
a while, then took a short-cut behind the 
Plaza, on my way to the Cafe dc la 
Estrella, t was almost at the door, when 
a man edged up close to me, hurled a 
knife at me and vanished around a corner. 
The knife whizzed within an inch of my 
head and stuck, vibrating, in the plaster 
wall. 

Unwounded, but decidedly worried, I 
entered the cafe. Captai . Renaldo sat at 
a table in what seemed to be a drunken 
stupor. 

To my astonishment, when Renaldo saw 
me, he stared me out of countenance. 
Then he swaggered over to my table. 

“So it was you who nearly got fixed 
for the carrion crows! Too bad the fellow 
missed you!” he jeered. 

“Are you quite sober, Captain? Are 
you sure you mean just what you said?” I 
demanded, keeping my temper under con¬ 
trol. 

“1\/I I'-AN it?” he shouted. “Of course, 
1V1 | mean it. Dirty foreigners who 
go asking questions about the dungeons 
at San Carlos ought to be killed.” 

I understood at once that he had known 
of the would-be assassination, and that a 
Government spy must have trailed me to 
La Guayra to learn whether my interest 
had really been in no one except Dolores 
Peralta. That accounted for his surprise. 
He had expected me to be killed! The 
Captain was in the cafe waiting to hear 
my death cry! 

As I made no reply, he snatched up a 
glass of water and dashed the contents 
in my face, then started to draw his 
sword. 

I knew that an appeal to his honor 
was the only possible one. So I got to 
my feet and spoke curtly. 

“Whatever else you may be. Captain 
Renaldo, you are an Army officer, and 
your code does not permit you to cut 
down a man of your own class like a dog. 
Here is my card. You have insulted me. 

I ask for satisfaction in the regular way.” 

The duel flourishes in the tropical re¬ 
publics of South America. My theatrical 
trick worked. If Renaldo had had a 
sense of humor, he might have asked him¬ 
self why my mere claim to be his equal 
proved anything. But he didn't. The 
absurd creature bowed, made arrangements 
for seconds, and fixed the hour for nine 
the next morning. 

Naturally, I had no intention of fight¬ 
ing him—not with revolver or sword, at 
all events. I left the cafe as soon as I 
decently could, locked myself in my hotel 
room, and proceeded to change my ap¬ 
pearance so thoroughly that I felt safe in 
defying any native to recognize me. My 
disguise was very simple. I made up my 
features, after a system of my own. I 
put on clothes that suggested the Ameri¬ 
can rather than the Frenchman. Then I 
moved to a hotel in a different quarter 
of the city. ^ 

T TN’DER the reign of terror that pre- 
vailed in Venezuela, I had been forced 
to become a fugitive. And that is a serious 
handicap when one is doing detective work.' 
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In less than twenty-four hours, it was 
clear to me that there were only two ways 
in which I could save Felipe and Dolores. 

I must either corrupt the entire military 
force at the prison, or I must induce the 
dictator himself to release them. 

I did not have money enough for the 
first scheme, and it was dubious at the 
best. Very well. I would go to Don 
Juan Vicente Gomez in his palace, and 
get what I wanted from him. 

“How could that be accomplished?” the 
reader may well ask. 

The answer is simple. I would not go 
empty-handed. I would take him some¬ 
thing he would consider a fair exchange 
for the favor demanded. 

I knew the country must be honey¬ 
combed with revolution. No tyrant succeeds 
in keeping track of all the plots against 
him, though he may be strong enough to 
suppress those that come to a head. So I 
started out to get the facts on some 
embryo revolt. 

It was pitiably easy. The military sys¬ 
tem in a half-civilized country may pro¬ 
tect its jails and bulldoze inquisitive 
foreigners, but it is a clumsy instrument 
among the people who hate and fear it. 
Any competent detective from the United 
States or Europe could make a Venezuelan 
Army spy seem foolish. 

I quickly located three separate plots. 
Unluckily, however, I could not help being 
in sympathy with them. They were the 
attempts of honest idealists to get rid of 
a sinister regime. I could not see myself 
helping to doom the plotters. 

T HEN a sardonic notion occurred to 
me. I disguised myself as a rancher 
from the mountains and returned boldly 
to the Cafi de la Estrella. This time my 
Spanish was fluent. I mingled with Cap¬ 
tain Renaldo and his comrades, and gave 
myself out as being enormously rich. 
Occasionally, I dropped remarks that 
hinted I was a liberal in politics. 

I was working on the theory that officers 
in such an army as Venezuela’s are not 
above treachery to their chief. Further¬ 
more, there is nothing so encouraging to 
selfish schemers as the chance to interest 
an apparently simple-minded “angel.” 

Before long, the Captain had admitted 
to me that he, too, had dreamed of being 
President. I pretended to see in him a 
noble patriot. A junta, or secret society 
for revolutionary purposes, was formed. 
Meetings were arranged to take place 
every Tuesday and Friday evening at the 
house of a civilian sympathizer in the 
Calle Gusntan Blanco. 

I did not officially take part in any of 
these meetings. But I shadowed the house 
until the sedition was fully fledged and I 
had collected the names and addresses of 
some thirty conspirators. Finally, I al¬ 
lowed myself to be coaxed into promising 
tc be present on a certain Friday. 

In the afternoon, I appeared at the 
French embassy in my real character and 
obtained from an under-secretary a formal 
letter asking the major domo of the presi¬ 
dential palace to allow me to visit it. 
With a document of the kind, a foreigner 
can always pass the sentries. A native 
is never admitted unless his business is 
known. 


T HE letter had the added advantage for 
me of putting on record where I had 
gone that day. In case I was thrown into 
prison, the embassy would be able to trace 
me. 

After I had allowed a guide to show 
me around the rather shabby palace for 
half an hour, I coolly asked for an inter¬ 
view with Gomez. I had given myself 
the airs of a distinguished tourist, and 
the bluff succeeded. Secretaries were 
called. There was some running to and 
fro. At last I was ushered into the 
private office of the dictator. 

He was sitting alone at a flat-top desk, 
a huge, fierce man getting on to the age 
of seventy, but more powerful-looking 
than most youngsters. His mustache was 
scarcely touched with gray. It bristled 
above a cruel mouth. There was no gleam 
in his hard eyes, which were of so dark 
a brown that the pupils were scarcely 
distinguishable from the irises. A brush 
of stiff hair, standing straight up from 
the forehead, gave the head a squared 
effect. 

He muttered an impatient greeting, and 
I saw that I would have to get down to 
business at once or be dismissed. 

“Mr. President, if I can give you abso¬ 
lute proof of a plot against you in the 
Army,” I said, “will you grant me a 
favor ?” 

“You are after a concession, like all 
foreigners, I suppose?” he retorted. “You 
choose a bad way of asking it. What can 
you know about revolutions in Venezuela?” 

I stated my whole case to him, then 
I told him of the meeting Captain Renaldo 
had set for that night. I declared that my 
request concerned two imprisoned friends, 
but that I would not name the latter unless 
his reply was favorable. 

T HE novelty of the proposition did not 
humanize him. True to the tradition 
he had created, he acted with tiger-like 
ferocity. A revolver was whipped from 
under the desk and pointed at me, while 
he pushed a button that brought half a 
dozen soldiers on the run. 

“Keep this man under guard until ten 
o’clock to-night,” he ordered. “Then bring 
him back to me here.” 

I passed the time as philosophically as 
I could. My prospects were decidedly 
dark. There was nothing to prevent 
Gomez from using my information, then 
doing away with me because I knew too 
much. He had given me no promise. 

At ten o’clock on the minute, the lieuten¬ 
ant in charge of me gave a sign to his 
men. I was jerked to my feet and 
marched into the presence of the dictator. 

The expression on Gomez’s face was a 
shade less formidable. 

“Well,” he said at length, “I find you 
were telling the truth. Renaldo and his 
gang are under arrest. Name these friends 
of yours whose liberty you want as pay¬ 
ment.” 

“You will release them, Your Excel¬ 
lency?” 

“Name them!” he shouted. “Name 
them! I make no blind decisions.” 

It would have done no good to refuse, 
so I stated calmly: “Felipe Garcia and 
one Dolores Peralta, both of Caracas, and 
now held in the prison of San Carlos.” 
He turned to his secretary. “Bring me 
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the documents concerning the traitor, 
Garcia.” 

That sounded pretty bad for my case, 
but I said nothing. 

G OMEZ looked the papers over and 
smiled grimly. “A dangerous rascal!” 
he observed, then added: Who is the 

Peralta girl?” 

‘‘A non-political prisoner. Just a friend 
of mine,” I said. 

“Get San Carlos on the telephone and 
get a report on both of them,” Gomez 
ordered his secretary. 

I was moved to admiration by the effi¬ 
ciency with which the dictator was served 
in a country where all other wheels move 
slowly. In a few minutes, the governor 
of the prison was at the other end of 
the wire, and I heard the monotonous, 
“Yes. . . . Yes. . . . Yes,” with which 
the secretary acknowledged his statements. 

“Excellency, Felipe Garcia is in the 
same dungeon to which he was committed 
three years ago. Dolores Peralta died 
yesterday of typhoid fever,” the secretary 
reported. 

A pang of regret for the poor victim¬ 
ize! girl stabbed through me, but the 
safety of the other was all-important to 
me professionally. 

Gomez had been studying my face with 
a sphinxlike severity. His glance moved 
back to the papers relating to Felipe. He 
thumbed them slowly, and halted at one 
near the bottom of the pile. They were 
hidden from my view by the raised lid of 
the folder containing them. 

“Let me see how clever you are,” he 
said. “I have here a letter from the 
prisoner that was intercepted by one of 
the guards.” 

“I knew of the existence of such a 
letter,” I replied. 

“VfOU did? Well, it is an unusual 
I document. Very unusual. Can you 
divine what makes it so?” 

“It is a bank bill,” I stated calmly. 
“The message is written upon Venezuelan 
money of a small denomination.” 

“Dios!" exclaimed Gomez, his whole 
countenance lighting up magically. “You 
arc right. How did you know it?” 

I described the envelope that had been 
received in Paris with nothing but a 
poinsettia leaf inside, and how I had 
reached the conclusion that the man who 
had smuggled it out of prison had tam¬ 
pered with it. “If the guard had stopped 
it for patriotic reasons,” I said, “he would 
have given the envelope to the authorities 
intact. His stealing the letter proved the 
letter was of intrinsic value. What more 
likely than that a prisoner would have a 
piece of paper money on which to write? 
Finally, that you should have it in your 
records implies that the bill is of small 
denomination. Otherwise, the guard would 
probably not have made up his mind later 
to turn it in. He would have erased 
the message and spent the bill.” 

Gomez banged his hand on the desk and 
laughed approvingly. “First, you do me 
a service in that Renaldo affair, and then 
you give me a fine lesson in detective 
work,” he cried. “You deserve to be re¬ 
warded !” 

Reaching for pen and ink, he wrote me out 
an order for the release of Felipe Garcia. 
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W HEN the prisoner was turned over 
to me at San Carlos, the following 
day, he was an appalling object, covered 
with filth and vermin. His beard had 
grown a foot long, and his finger-nails 
were four-inch spirals of splintered horn. 
He had seen the light of day only a few 
times in three years, and was almost 
blinded by the sunshine. His vision had 
adapted itself to conditions, so that he 
saw better in the dark, like a rat. His 


back was scarred by innumerable flog¬ 
gings. However, his constitution was 
sound, and when I got him to Paris he 
quickly recovered. 

His is one of the rare cases of a man 
leaving the dungeons of San Carlos alive. 

Hundreds remain there, crying vainly 
for mercy. But I would not advise any 
other detective to attempt with Gomez 
what I accomplished. The ruse could 
hardly be expected to work a second time. 


How I Saved the American Fleet 

(Continued from page 61) 


to Captain Hall’s quarters in the Admi¬ 
ralty. I simply must locate the Chief! 

A few minutes later the clear, ringing 
tones of the Chief came over the wire: 

“Well, Tom, have you got them?” 

I gasped and clutched the instrument 
tighter. Then I found my voice again. 

“What’s that you say?” boomed the 
Chief. “Miss Greene gave Ramsey orders 
from me to tell you to quit and leave her 
in charge of the case? Man alive 1 Where 
is she? All right, we’ll get her at this 
end! Put Ramsey on!” 

D AMSEY came in the door before I 
A'- could answer, and I handed him the 
instrument. His face turned red, then 
white. 

And ten minutes after he hung up the 
receiver we were back aboard the 
S.S. Txvcedmouth arranging with the Cap¬ 
tain to call the passengers together in one 
part of the ship, the crew in another. 
This done, Ramsey explained that a per¬ 
sonal inspection must be made, since it 
was thought that a jewel-smuggler was 
aboard. Orders were given that no one 
leave or board the ship during in¬ 
spection. 

The next few minutes were critical ones 
for me. My first move was to conceal 
myself carefully in one of the life-boats 
where I would be able to watch the 
passengers while Ramsey and the Captain 
searched them. As the examination pro¬ 
ceeded I watched each face intently. Noth¬ 
ing was found by the searchers. But the 
examination was satisfactory from my 
point of view. I had seen a look of fear 
cross the face of one of the men when 
the Captain had explained the individual 
inspection. And later I saw this same 
man glance worriedly at one of the other 
passengers—who shook his head slightly 
in answer. 

I could not leave my post of observa¬ 
tion until the crew had been searched—a 
task not so easy since the men were in¬ 
censed at the idea and ready to fight if 
they detected what they might consider 
any monkey business. But I determined 
that the minute I was free I would follow 
the only two on the ship who seemed at 
all perturbed over the postponement of 
sailing. Yet there must be a third. Who 
could it be? 

A T last the search was ended and I 
‘ was free to leave my post. Just as 
I prepared to go over the side of the 
life-boat, I caught the same voice that I 
had heard in the cabin—this time close 
at hand. 


Down I crouched, listening with all my 
might. Nothing followed. 

For a moment I thought my quarry had 
again evaded me, had passed on out of the 
picture. I raised myself an inch above 
the edge of the boat to see if he were 
still in sight, then heard the voice again, 
this time so loud and clear that I knew he 
must be directly facing my hiding-place. 

“What in Hell do these damn fools 
think they’re trying to put over?” 

Then, to my utter consternation, came 
the low, soft<y tones of a woman: 

“Sssh, not so loud!” 

There were no women on the passenger 
list. All the passengers had passed before 
Ramsey. I saw them. The crew would 
naturally have no women in its personnel. 
And a check had been made between the 
persons searched and those on the pas¬ 
senger list, with the result that everyone 
had been taken care of. Yet here was a 
woman! 

How had she managed to board the 
boat without our knowing? What was 
she doing there? 

Finally the voices became indistinct. In 
a second my head was over the side of 
the life-boat, in time to see the tall figure 
of a man, accompanied by a rather petite- 
looking girl, rounding the smoke-stack out 
of sight. 

’""THERE was no one. else in sight, and 
*■ a moment later I swung myself to the 
deck. I hurried around the smoke-stack in 
the opposite direction, and came face to 
face with the pair as they were about to 
sit down in their deck chairs. 

The tall man I recognized at once as 
the person whom I had seen cast the 
worried look at a friend down in the 
salon. His companion was not so easily 
recognizable. 

In an instant my mind was made up. 
I continued to walk on by without so 
much as a look of recognition, passed 
through the crowd to the dock—where I 
enlisted the aid of three of the port police. 

We informed the couple that it would 
be necessary to ask them to accompany 
us on shore, while one of the police placed 
their companion under arrest. With a 
quick movement the girl endeavored to 
dive between the little group of people 
who had gathered around us, but I had 
been expecting some such move. My 
hands tightened around her wrists. And 
as I did so, just as I had known a few 
hours before that Lottie Greene was put¬ 
ting something over on me, now I knew 
that I had hold of that very same young 
woman! 
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Lottie had dark hair, whereas this girl 
was a titian blonde. Lottie was always 
immaculately and expensively dressed, 
whereas this girl was shabby and obviously 
of the poorer classes. Lottie had perfect 
teeth except for one gold tooth in the 
front, whereas this girl had apparently 
lost two upper teeth on the right side. 
But the shoes were the same that Lottie 
had had on earlier in the afternoon I 

P REVIOUS to our departure for Lon¬ 
don, all three had been searched. One 
of our most recent code books was found 
sewn into Lottie’s dress, while in the 
possession of the two men were various 
plans of the American base at Harwich, 
cleverly disguised to resemble pen-and-ink 
sketches of a human head. I also found 
that the apparent loss of two teeth had 
been effected by the “blocking out” process, 
accomplished with black paint applied to 
the teeth; the gold tooth was covered with 
white lead applied in a similar manner. 
A wig and a change of clothing completed 
her disguise. 

I discovered that she had been in the 
employ of the German Imperial Govern¬ 
ment for the previous six months. 

Immediately after our arrival in Lon¬ 
don the trio were subjected to a minute 
search of their persons and clothing; very 
cleverly concealed in two of Lottie’s corset 
stays, in such a manner that they defied 
detection except with the aid of an ex¬ 
tremely strong light and magnifying-glass, 
were complete plans of the American de¬ 
stroyer base, with points marked where 
they were most open to attack, and de¬ 
tails of gun ranges and their dispositions 
in the event of a German raid on the 
East coast. 

Had I not succeeded in effecting Lottie’s 
arrest, three innocent men would have 
gone to their death. Under examination 
Lottie admitted having placed the plans 
and code book on the persons of these 
three men in order to effect their arrest 
and search and ward off any suspicion 
which might possibly be cast in her direc¬ 
tion. She admitted asking the officers to 
return the papers to her, and giving them 
instructions to continue to London. She 
had then left the train at the next station 
and returned to Hull by automobile, with 
the papers in her possession. 

S HE arrived at the ship just after the 
order not to allow anyone on or off 
had been given. But by pretending that 
she wanted to say a final farewell to a 
very dear friend on board—and slipping 
a five-pound note to the port official on 
duty (that same official being summarily 
dismissed twenty-four hours later)—she 
managed to walk on quietly without any¬ 
one seeing her while the Captain was aft 
inspecting the mutinous crew. She in¬ 
tended to stay aboard when the ship sailed. 

The trio were placed on summary trial 
that same night, and although the evidence 
was not quite so strong against the men 
as it was against I^ottic, it was sufficient 
for conviction in all three cases, with 
no plea for leniency. In the cold gray 
dawn of the following morning all three 
faced a firing squad in the small court¬ 
yard at the foot of the Tower of London. 
The American destroyers had been pre¬ 
served for their many valued functions. 
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anything. This is an early hour. One 
appreciates such prompt accedence to a 
request. I merely called you to inform 
you that my husband was murdered in 
his bed last night. When I came to wake 
him this morning I found him—so. No 
evidences of a struggle. No clues of any 
kind. He was obviously shot in his 
sleep.” 

“I SEE.” Penn eyed her levelly. “May 
* one ask what is to be gained?” 

“In time you will know.” She gave him 
back his look. “How is your forgetter 
working?” 

“It is in excellent condition. I often 
have need of it in my profession.” Penn 
sat silent a moment. The brooding ex¬ 
pression of his face was inscrutable, but 
his next words were an index to his 
thoughts. “How long did you wander 
about alone there last night in those trees 
looking for . . . them?" 

“I couldn’t say, accurately.” Mrs. 
Broume’s eyes flashed toward the bed. 
“Perhaps half an hour, perhaps longer. 

I think it may have been longer. I heard 
her car leave, as I told you, and after¬ 
ward the shot. Manifestly, that lets her 
out.” 

“There still remains the possibility that 
there was a third person in the car.” 

“It is not a possibility. Not if you 
knew Charon.” Mrs. Broume crushed out 
the smouldering butt of the cigarette, laid 
the holder precisely in the tray, and mo¬ 
tioned toward the carton. “Will you 
smoke ?” 

“Thanks, no. 1 was just thinking-” 

He was interrupted by a tap on the door. 
Mrs. Broume glanced across at him. 

“The doctor, I suspect. Just remain, 
will you? He is an old friend. . . . 
Yes, Peets?” 

The butler’s voice came through the 
door: 

“Doctor Herrington, Madame.” 

A T Mrs. Broume’s command Peets 
> threw open the door. The doctor en¬ 
tered, nodded to her, professionally curt, 
and walked straight to the bed. As the 
physician raised the sheet from the dead 
man’s face, Penn’s eyes were upon the 
woman in the chair not a foot from the 
bedside. Her gaze steadily watched the 
doctor. After a quick, cursory examina¬ 
tion Herrington glanced at her sharply. 

“He has been dead several hours, Jessie. 
When did you discover this?” 

“Just before Peets called you, Rod.” 
Mrs. Broume’s face was without expres¬ 
sion. “I came to wake him, as I always 
do. Receiving no answer, I entered. . . . 
Death was—instantaneous ?” 

“Quite.” The physician looked keenly 
into the woman’s face. “It was done with 
a small caliber bullet, which is apparently 
embedded in the skull. There is no wound 
of egress. And I see less blood than is 
usually the case with head wounds. 
Numbed. Sometimes happens.” He hesi¬ 
tated. eyeing her solicitously. “Is there 
anything I can do, Jessie, beyond the usual 
formalities in such events?” 

“I think not. Doctor Herrington, this 


is Mr. Slade Penn. You will have heard 
of him. And Mr. Penn, you will have 
heard of Doctor Rodney Herrington.” 
The men acknowledged each other per¬ 
functorily. “If you will attend to the 
formalities, Rod, I think of no other 
capacity in which I can use you. Save 
as friend, as always. And, as always, 
thank you.” 

Rodney Herrington stood silent a mo¬ 
ment, contemplating her. Jessie Broume was 
capable of magnificent poise, but could she 
endure? He could not imagine her break¬ 
ing. He did not want to imagine it. He, 
nor any other, had ever seen her break. 
No one knew better than he how 
thoroughly she had been tried in these 
last five years. Mrs. Broume read his 
thoughts, knew them rather, and broke 
into them: 

“I’m quite all right, Rod. The worst 
is over—for me.” 

H ERRINGTON glanced at Penn. The 
lawyer gestured almost imperceptibly 
toward the hall with his head, raising his 
brows interrogatively. The physician an¬ 
swered his look: 

“I think you’d best remain. Solitude 
is sometimes desirable, sometimes disas¬ 
trous. I am an old friend, too old, I fear. 
Not a good wind break.” 

“I see.” Penn nodded. “I’m rather a 
new friend. Always more conducive to 

the retention of—of-” 

“Front,” Herrington supplied neatly. 
He raised his voice and turned to Jessie 
Broume. “Well, I may as well call Fitz- 
hugh ?” 

She nodded assent. Fitzhugh was the 
coroner. 

As Herrington left the room, Mrs. 
Broume leaned toward Penn. 

“Do you see this, Mr. Penn?” She 
touched the table’s sole ornament, a finely 
modeled squat bronze god. Lifting it 
from its heavy pedestal, she reve .ied 
underneath it a telephone. “My husband’s 
private line. I wish you to witness the 
conversation I am about to carry through.” 
She lifted the receiver from its hook and 
called a number. Her half of the con¬ 
versation was all the enlightenment Penn 
needed. 

“Hullo, is this Miss Cherry Lancaster? 
Mrs. Charon Broume speaking. Yes. 

. . . Not at all. Are you alone? . . . 
Send her out, please. It is for your own 
advantage not to be overheard speaking. 

. . . Thank you. It is important that 
you be entirely truthful with me, Miss 
Lancaster. Who, beside myself, knew 
that you went for a drive with my hus¬ 
band last night? . . . What? . . . Are 
you very sure of that? There was quite 
a crowd, you know. Yes, yes. I see. . . . 

“They thought he went away with me? 
Very fortunate. . . . Yes. . . . Because 
Mr. Broume was murdered in his bed 
last night, shot through the head. . . . 
Just how badly do you wish it known 
that you were the last person to be in 
his company? . . . Yes? ... I think 
we are of a like inclination. No one will 
know of it if you have the ability to hold 
your tongue. Please! No condolences 
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from you, Miss Lancaster! I think you 
know my views regarding sentiment! 

. . . No. No thanks, either. I fear I 
am not thinking of you, nor am I im¬ 
pelled to what I suggest by any considera¬ 
tion of you. Very well. . . . Good-by.” 

S HE replaced the receiver upon the 
hook and closed the god down upon 
its base, her eyes seeking Penn’s face. 

‘‘You see, she evidently knew nothing 
about what happened after she left the 
field. She was utterly shocked. No one 
will learn anything from her. That much 
is certain!” 

The lawyer nodded and was on the 
point of answering when the doctor ap¬ 
proached down the hall. He rapped 
lightly upon the door and entered the 
room. 

“Fitzhugh will be right out, Jessie. Do 
you wish me to retire into the hall until 
he arrives?” 

“No thank you, Rod. Just sit here and 
wait.” Mrs. Broume carefully lit another 
cigarette, and her eyes involuntarily 
sought the bed. 

The papers, the next day, devoted most 
of the space on their front pages to the 
startling murder of Charon Broume, the 
respected and wealthy young architect. The 
coroner’s inquest was detailed at great 
length. The gist of it was as follows: 

1. Mrs. Broume testified that on the 
night before Broume and his wife had 
been guests at a large reception given an 
actor of note. (Broume had moved in a 
cosmopolitan, rather Bohemian circle.) 
Broume and his wife had left the affair 
early, which had not been particularly 
noticed. A few others had been departing 
at about the same hour. Mrs. Broume 
had requested her husband to go for a 
drive in the moonlight, but he had de¬ 
murred, saying he had business at the 
office. He added that she might take the 
car and go driving if she wished; he 
would attend to his business at the office 
and go home from there. Mrs. Broume 
•had accepted his arrangement, satiated 
herself with moonlight, and gone home. 
She hadn’t noticed the hour of her arrival. 
It was very late. Mr. Broume had pre¬ 
ceded her and retired. When she called 
him in the morning he failed to answer. 
She had entered his room—to find him 
dead. She had no suggestions to offer 
that could lead to a possible clue. 

2. Slade Penn testified that Mrs. 
Broume had called Mr. Penn early that 
morning, as soon as she found the body, 
to ask his advice. There was nothing 
he could counsel save the calling of a 
physician, which she had already done. 
He had nothing to offer that could have 
any possible bearing upon the case. 

3. Doctor Rodney Herrington testified 
that Mrs. Broume had called Doctor Her¬ 
rington immediately upon discovery of 
the murder. He had straightway gone to 
examine the body. Hehad found Mr. Broume 
dead of a wound made by a twenty-two 
caliber bullet (which bullet he had later 
extracted from the skull at the coroner’s 
request). Mr. Broume had been dead for 
several hours, evidently had been killed 
shortly after his arrival home, perhaps 
long before his wife had come in. Doctor 
Herrington would suggest that a Maxim 
silencer would account for the shot not 
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having been heard by anyone. No, the 
wound would not indicate suicide. Em¬ 
phatically no! The gun must have been 
held away from the head. There were 
no powder marks. The wound was in the 
left temple. The position of the body 
would indicate that the man had been 
killed in his sleep. He had no sugges¬ 
tions to offer that could aid in the clear¬ 
ing of the mystery. Yes, he had been a 
lifelong friend of Mr. Broume. He knew 
of no involvement of any kind. Mr. 
Broume was in an affluent financial state. 
The doctor knew of no enemies with 
venomous attitude toward the dead man. 

4. Peets, the butler who had been chief 
servant in the Broume household since the 
wedding, testified with an admirable, un¬ 
hurried conciseness. Along in the eve¬ 
ning, he had not noted the hour, Mr. 
Broume had come in and gone up to his 
room. Perhaps two hours later Mrs. 
Broume had come in, asked after her 
husband, and retired. In the morning she 
had called the butler and informed him 
of the murder. He had seen no one 
about; he had heard no shot, no noise of 
any kind. He knew of no one who held 
any rancor against Mr. Broume, no. He 
had never heard anyone threaten Mr. 
Broume, no. He knew of no motive any¬ 
one could possibly have for wishing Mr. 
Broume out of the way, no. 

5. The other servants unanimously testi¬ 
fied that they had not known of the ar¬ 
rival of either Mr. or Mrs. Broume. They 
had heard no sounds during the night. No 
shot, no talking. They knew nothing of 
the tragedy until informed of it by the 


butler the following morning. If Mr. 
Broume had possessed any enemies they 
had never been aware of it. No, they 
had never heard Mr. and Mrs. Broume 
quarreling. They had always considered 
it a singularly peaceful household. 

6. The police, after a very thorough in¬ 
vestigation, found no finger-prints, no foot¬ 
prints, no telltale evidence of any descrip¬ 
tion, no clue . . . save a twenty-two 
caliber derringer lying in the yard out¬ 
side Mr. Broume’s window. The der¬ 
ringer was fitted with a Maxim silencer, 
and one cartridge had been discharged. 
The gun, so Mrs. Broume, Doctor Her¬ 
rington, and all the servants testified, was 
one of a pair which had belonged to Mr. 
Broume. The mate to the gun found on 
the lawn was in its accustomed place in 
Mr. Broume’s dresser, clean, oiled, and 
loaded. Any number of people knew he 
had owned the derringers. He had been 
in the habit of carrying large sums of 
money, and while doing so he always kept 
one of the derringers upon him, for which 
purpose he had obtained a permit. 

7. Mrs. Broume, upon further question¬ 
ing, stated that she knew of no way in 
which any one could have obtained the 
derringer. She believed that some one 
who was aware of her husband’s habit of 
carrying large sums of money upon his 
person, had followed him in the hope of 
obtaining a substantial financial haul. In 
searching the room the marauder had no 
doubt come upon the derringers. Mr. 
Broume never carried the one fitted with 
the silencer. Mr. Broume doubtlessly had 
moved and muttered—he frequently talked 
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in his sleep—and the intruder, thinking he 
was discovered, had picked up the gun 
and fired the fatal shot. It was the only 
hypothesis she had to offer. 

8. The coroner's finding ultimately had 
been that the deceased had come to his 
death at the hand of a person or persons 
unknown. 

M RS. BROUME, the papers concluded, 
had carried throughout a most admir¬ 
able composure, despite the shock she had 
suffered ovet, the tragedy. The whole 
affair was very sad. Mr. Broume had 
been most esteemed, valued as a member 
of society and loved by a large circle of 
friends who would mourn his death with 
no little feeling of personal loss. The 
funeral would be held the following after¬ 
noon at two o’clock, from the Urkwold 
Undertaking Parlors. 

The day after the funeral Mrs. Broume 
called to her home one Slade Penn and 
one Doctor Rodney Herrington. The two 
men arrived together at the hour she had 
set, each secretly a little surprised to see 
the other. The butler showed them into 
the library where his mistress was wait¬ 
ing, and withdrew silently. Mrs. Broume, 
who stood near the window, turned at 
( their entrance and greeted them with a nod. 
She slipped into the nearest chair. 

“Will you please be seated? I shall 
not keep you long, Rod. I want to ask 
you a question or two, before Mr. Penn. 
Then I shall request you to leave me. 
I have some things to discuss with Mr. 
Penn. First, do you think there is any 
hope at all of apprehending the murderer?” 
She flinched neither at the word nor at the 
thought. 

“No.” Herrington shook his head. “I’m 
sorry, Jessie, but I fear there isn't. There 
is absolutely no clue. The man who fired 
the gun evidently wore gloves. Peets was 
wise enough not to touch it before he 
informed the police sergeant. No, there 
isn't much chance, Jessie. Of course, the 
case is always open. I’ve known of mur¬ 
ders being solved ten years after the 
deed. But on the other hand, police records 
are cluttered with unsolved murders.” 

“V^ES. * rather thought that would be 
* the case.” Mrs. Broume remained 
silent a moment, studying her fingers 
where they lay on the arm of the chair. 
Then she suddenly raised her gaze sharply 
to the doctor’s face. “Rod, you knew 
Charon's private life. Is there any danger 
that his little affairs ever will come to 
light ?” 

Herrington glanced quickly at the 
lawyer, but Mrs. Broume’s eyes assured, 
commanded, pleaded, and he answered 
slowly: 

“I should say none. I can understand 
you would wish it so. Charon was rather 
wise in his choice of amours. No one 
of the women with whom he had been— 
been intimate would care to be mixed up 
with a mysterious murder, you know. No, 
you need have no uneasiness on that score. 

Outside of this little circle-” He raised 

his brows at Penn, and the lawyer nodded 
gravely. "Well, outside of us here, Jessie, 
so far as the world will ever know, 
Charon’s life was as spotless as a lily. 
The women directly concerned naturally 
will not talk where murder is involved.” 
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A little quiver ran across the woman’s 
face. Then she nodded slowly* three times, 
a faint gesture of relief, of satisfaction. 

“Thank you, Rod. That is all.” She 
held out her hand in dismissal. Herring¬ 
ton rose, bending over it, speaking softly: 

“If I have made things any easier-” 

“You have.” 

"Then I am very glad. If I can do 
anything, Jessie, call me.” He dropped 
her hand, rose to his height, bowed cor¬ 
dially to Penn, and quitted the room. 

M RS. BROUME remained silent until 
she heard his footsteps descending 
the outer stairs, then the sound as the 
butler closed the door. She raised her 
eyes to the lawyer and said abruptly: 
“Mr. Penn, do you believe in dreams?” 
“Dreams?” Penn frowned slightly, 
somewhat surprised at the irrelevancy of 
the question. “Psychologically I might 

say- Oh, I see! That kind of 

dreams.” A pause. “Without our dreams, 
Mrs. Broume, what is left? Without my 
dreams I should see no reason for exist¬ 
ing, I think. Yes, we should fare badly 
without them.” 

“Each man has his dream.” Mrs. 
Broume’s face whitened slightly. "I had 
mine. It was tarnished, it was shaken, it 
was terribly torn. I fought for it, be¬ 
cause I am inherently a fighter and not 
the type of woman who breaks. But 
sometimes, in spite of all our efforts, cir¬ 
cumstances become too much for us, un¬ 
less another steps in and aids in the 
process of defense. Except for you, my 
dream would have been broken beyond 
all retrieving. Except for you, I would 
have nothing left to sustain my pride. 
And without pride I could not carry on. 
Now, since it is so easy in the light of 
retrospection to rule out the dross—since 
it is so possible to reconstruct within the 
heart—I may mend, patch, and repair. 
And I can find courage to go ahead with¬ 
out lowering my colors. Many meta¬ 
phors, but you will understand.” 

“I—I can’t quite see-” 

“IT is your right to see,” she interrupted 
■l quickly. “I found this in my husband’s 
hand when I came upon him that night. 
It’s a note. By the aid of my pocket flash 
I read it, and I think for a moment I was 
crazed. I was totally unprepared for it— 
the shock, the loss. I held on and tried 
to make myself see there was also release 
from my own pet Damoclcan sword. I 
tried to tell myself I was glad. My mind 
was whirling with plans, seeking the 
smoothest way out. Then I heard you 
whistling. I have always loved the Ca¬ 
price Viennois. It steadied me. It was 
like a sane, reassuring hand in a world 
gone mad. And I called you. From then 
on it was easy. Will you read this, 
please?” She extracted from the breast 
of her gown a folded sheet of paper, un¬ 
folded it, and extended it toward him. 
Silently Penn accepted it and read: 

Jessie, my dear: I am not going on. I 
am wrecking your life and mine. Perhaps 
you will understand some day that through 
everything it has always been you alone 
whom I have loved. You will remember 
that I have always come back to you. I 
have cursed myself, hated and reviled my¬ 
self for this thing that controls me, that 
I cannot conquer. 


So far I have kept myself and you 
from scandal. So far only you and Rod 
have known. Good old Rod! He curses 
me, but he has saved my neck a number 
of times. However, it cannot go on so. 
Some of these days I will get found out, 
and then your life will break. I do not 
know what I have done to your heart. I 
only know you have always been waiting 
for me, you have never turned from me. 
Do not turn from me now! 

I am weak, I suppose. No doubt I am 
a fool. Most surely I am not worth being 
your footstool. And I am going to act 
before it is too late. To-night I shall go 
driving with Cherry. I shall send her 
back alone. 

I know you will follow, as you always 
have done, and wait off somewhere just 
to be sure I get started back safely. I 
shall use one of the little derringers. I 
know you will hear the shot and come to 
me. I know you will find me with this 
in my hand. Not many know I am ambi¬ 
dextrous. I shall use the left hand, at 
arm’s length to avoid powder burns. Good 
Godl I am a rotter, am I not? But 
hardly rotter enough to go on. And in a 
few days the coroner may bring in a ver¬ 
dict—“at the hand of person unknown," 
etc. 

Knowing you, knowing your pride, I 
know you will bear this better than the 
other thing which is bound to come. If 
you can forgive, if you can believe, then 
for you, since I could not live and bring 
you happiness, I choose to die and bring 
you peace. 

Charon. 

T HERE was silence for a long time 
after Penn had finished reading. He 
returned the letter to Mrs. Broume, and 
she lit it with a match from the cigarette 
tray, burning it to ashes in the brass 
container. 

“God!” Penn burst out suddenly. “What 
a magnificent grand-stand play just to 
save a-” 

“You forget!” Mrs. Broume interrupted 
quickly. "I spoke of a dream. Does it 
not occur to you that I might have loved 
him?” 

Penn turned away his face, and his 
mouth set rigidly. After a moment he 
held his hand toward her. 

“May I offer homage to quite the 
bravest woman I have ever seen?” 

Mrs. Broume took his hand in a light, 
quick grip. 

“Sentiment is-” she began ironically. 

“Don’t!” Penn interrupted. “I shall go 
now. But may I not hope to see you again 
—when the sun is shining?” 

“I cannot promise. Perhaps. I may 
not attempt weak thanks. Peets will show 
you out.” 

A FTER the door had closed and she 
k had seen the lawyer disappear down 
the walk, Mrs. Broume reached for the 
bell pull. Peets immediately entered the 
room. 

“Yes, Madame?” 

“Come in and close the door, Peets. I 
wish to speak to you.” The butler closed 
the door and advanced to stand before 
her, like a soldier at attention. “Peets, 
did Mr. Broume come in before me that 
night ?” 

“Yes, Madame. He went up to his 
room, got something, and went right out 
again. That was the last I saw of him 
till you arrived.” 

“I see.” Mrs. Broume studied her ser- 
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vant’s face a moment in silence. “Where 
did you find the derringer?” 

“On the floor, Madame. You must have 
dropped it there during the night.” 

“Yes. I carried it home in my pocket, 
Peets. I—I was kneeling by the bed. The 
pockets of the coat slant. It must have 
slipped out. I wasn’t aware of it. I did 
not think of it again till you told the po¬ 
lice sergeant about finding it in the yard.” 

“Yes, Madame. I saw it on the floor 
when I brought in the breakfast tray. 
Then you told me master had been mur¬ 
dered in his bed. After I had called the 
doctor and informed the other servants, I 
came back. You had gone into your room. 
I took the gun up, after first wrapping 
my hand in the napkin, Madame. Then I 
fitted it with the silencer which I had 
brought in my pocket, and threw it out 
the window.” 



to Pay You ^lOOo'Week? 


17 OR an immeasurable space of time 
* they gave each other gaze for gaze. 
Then the woman said gently: 

“Peets, for menial tasks well performed 
we give gold. For high friendship that 
docs not fail us in times of stress, we 
give a like friendship. But I know of no 
adequate reward for unsolicited loyalty in 
a crisis. Is there anything I can ever 
do for you? Is there any return I can 
ever make you?” 

The butler breathed deeply and held 
his breath, his eyes upon her face. In his 
gaze was the look of a man who has 
visioned a divinity; who has worshiped, 
afar off, not covetously; who has served 
well. Something of nobility came into 
Peets’ rather fine face as he answered 
steadily: 

“Only your promise that I may remain 
long in Madame’s service.” 

For one instant Jessie Broume looked 
beyond convention, beyond those bounda¬ 
ries of little things which make men’s 
small lives as they are. So! Peets also 
carried his dream! Remembering the 
man who had died by his own hand be¬ 
cause he was not fit to live, she looked 
into another man’s soul—which was fit 
for any woman. And across the pride of 
caste, the barrier of blood and tradition 
that lay between, she said: 

“You have that promise.” 

J ESSIE BROUME could not break. 

But for a moment her high spirit 
quivered before those immutable laws 
that countenance no Use majeste. For a 
moment her fine bravery daunted at the 
wince of desire for the thing she must 
never claim. For a moment her great 
unselfishness bled for the paucity of his 
own reward. The steady eyes filled, 
though they did not overflow; the calm 
face twisted; the level voice trembled on 
the edge of a sob. “Oh, Peets—Peets I 

All sentiment—is-” 

His eyes held hers, powerfully. His 
face worked, writhed back to immobility 
under steel-fine control. Face! Face! 
The Dream! He bowed to her, and his 
hand moved involuntarily to a spot over 
his heart. 

“Is blah, Madame.” He offered the 
carton on the tray. “Will Madame smoke?” 

The slim hand that accepted the ciga¬ 
rette, and the big hand which struck the 
match, were both very steady indeed. 


I WANT to make you a special new 
offer whereby you can earn from $100 
to $1,000 a month cash. And I am going to 
tell you how to get started immediately, 
without waiting or delay. 

You can be your own boss. You can 
work just as many hours a day as you 
please. You can start when you want 
to and quit when you want to. You 
don’t need experience and you get your 
money in cash every day when you earn it. 

These Are Facts 

Does that sound too good to be true? If 
it does, then let me tell you what J. R. 
Head did in a small town in Kansas. 
Head lives in a town of 631 people. He 
was sick, broke, out of a job. He ac¬ 
cepted my offer. I 
gave him the same 
chance I am now of¬ 
fering you. At this 
new work he had made 
as high as $69.50 for 
one day’s work. 

If that isn’t enough, 
then let me tell you 
about E. A. Sweet of 
Michigan. He was 
an electrical engineer, and didn’t know 
anything about selling. In his first month’s 
spare time he earned $243. Inside of six 
months he was making between $600 and 
$1,200 a month. 

W. J. McCrary is another man I want 
to tell you about. His regular job paid 
him $2.00 a day, but this wonderful new 
work has enabled him to make $16,800 in 
three years. Yes, and right this very minute 
you are being offered the same proposition 
that has made these men so successful. 
Do you want it? Do you want to earn 
$40.00 a day? 


All you do is to take orders. We do the 
rest. We deliver. We collect and you 
get your money the same day you take 
the order. 

You can see how simple it is. We 
furnish you with a complete outfit and 
tell you how to get the business in your 
territory. We help you to get started. 
If you send us only four average orders 
a day, which you can get in an hour or 
so in the evening, you will make $100 a 
week. 

Maybe You Are Worth 
$1,000 a Month 

Well, here is your chance to find out, for 
this is the same proposition that enabled 
George Garon to make a clear profit of 
$40.00 in his first day’s 
work — the same 
proposition that gave 
R. W. Krieger $20.00 
net profit in a half 
hour. It is the same 
opportunity that gave 
A. B. Spencer $625 
cash for one month’s 
spare time. 

I need 500 men and 
women, and I need them right away. 
If you mail the coupon at the bottom of 
this ad, I will show you the easiest, quick¬ 
est, simplest plan for making money that 
you ever heard of. If you are interested in 
increasing your income from $100 to $1,000 a 
month, and can devote all your time or 
only an hour or so a day to my proposi¬ 
tion, write your name down below, cut 
out the coupon and mail it to me at 
once. You take no risk, and this may be 
the one outstanding opportunity of your 
life to earn more money than you. ever 
thought possible. 



GIVEN 

In addition to your big 
earnings we offer you a 
Dodge Touring Car. 
without a cent of cost, 
that you can use to help 
you in developing this 
great business. Mail the 
coupon NOW. 


A Clean, High-grade, 
Dignified Business 

Have you ever heard of Comer All- 
Weather Top Coats and Rain Coats? 
They are advertised in leading magazines. 
Think of a single coat that can be worn all 
year round. A good-looking, stylish coat 
that’s good for summer or winter—that 
keeps out wind, rain or snow, a coat that 
everybody should have, made of fine 
materials for men, women and children, and 
sells for less than the price of an ordinary 
coat. Now, Comer Coats are not sold in 
stores. All our orders come through our 
own representatives. Within the next 
few months we will pay our representatives 
more than three hundred thousand dollars 
for sending us orders. 

And now I am offering you the chance 
to become our representative in your 
territory and get your share of that money. 


Find Out NOW! 

Remember, it doesn’t cost you a penny. 
You don’t agree to anything, and you will 
have a chance without waiting—without 
delay and without investment—to go right 
out and make big money. Do it. Don’t 
wait. Mail the coupon now. 


C. E. COMER, The Comer Mfg. Co. 


Dept. Z-32 


DAY ON, OHIO 


MAIL THIS NOW i 

S C. E. COMER MFG. CO. I 

Dept. Z-32, Dayton, Ohio. | 


I 

I 
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Please send me, without expense or oblige- I 
tion. your special proposition, and tell me how * 
I can get a Dodge Touring Car. I 

Name. I 


| Address 
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I 
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Whitsim 


Almost 

@V©F j I 

Night/ 

No more freck¬ 
les, no more black¬ 
heads, no more sal¬ 
low skin! A new 
discovery clears 
and whitens your 
skin with amazing 
quickness! Now 
you can clear your 
skin of redness, 
roughness, blotch¬ 
es, muddiness or 
any blemish. 

Make 



Minute Ttest 

There is hidden beauty in your 
ekin. Dust, wind, and clogged 
pores may have injured it. But 
underneath—just waiting to be 
brought out—is a clear,vividly 
beautiful complexion. Banish 
freckles, pimples and black¬ 
heads this new way; don’t let 
liver splotches, moth patches, 
tan or sallowness mar your 
beauty. Make this 3-minute- 
before-bedtime test. Smooth 
this cool, fragrant creme on 
yourskin. Thovery next morn¬ 
ing look into your mirror. 

Money-Back Guarantee 

So wonderful—so quick—are the results of this 
new scientific cream that we absolutely guarantee 
It! Send for a jar now—today. Use it for only five 
nights. Then if you are not delighted and 
amazed with the trans- 
formation.your money will 
be instantly refunded. 

Just enclose a$l bill with 
your order and mail direct. 

Don’t be without the nat¬ 
ural radiant beauty that 
lies hidden in your skin. ' 




PARIS TOILET CO. 


257 Oak Street, Parle. Tenn 



AGENTS- $ II52DAILY'n ADVANCE 


„ Easy—Introducing NEW STYLE 
GUARANTEED HOSIERY—Must 
wear or replaced free—All the Latest 
Styles—Fabrics and Colors—BIG 
PROFITS—Repeat orders bring you 
regular income. YOUR PAY IN AD¬ 
VANCE—Just write orders—WE 
DELIVER and COLLECT—No cap¬ 
ital or experience needed—Samples 
furnished—All colors—grades includ¬ 
ing finest full-fashioned silks. 
MaoO-Chee Co. Station 6377 Cincinnati, Ohio 


Be a 

Trained 

Dental Nurse! 

I will tnln TOO at homo li 
fm.nlha for Do, It ion u Da 

Women! Girls! $35 to $60 a Week 

outfit ef tonla and matt 



1 auDPlr roa with complats outfit of tool 
withont charge. Free Employment Serrie. 
$36 to $60 a week position as soon aa 



Get my big Book FREE! 

JurM. no d o ot how quickly 


you can get r*ud, 
_ _1 twic® and thrai 

IMrn “”S S^SfJSnS 


H. A. McCarris. Dlractor, 

McCARRIE SCHOOL 
Dept. 100-S 
1338 So. Michigan Avs. 
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The Man Who Stole His Mother 

(Continued from page 64) 


his mother. Emeralita Branca, and to cable 
him at his expense. This was on the 
fourteenth of July, this year. They looked 
for this woman, and found she had died 
less than two weeks before. She was 
a servant for a Souza family. I have 
a friend who knows them. In about a 
month this Manoel Branca came seeking 
a permit to have his mother’s grave dug 
up; he buried her again in a finer coffin 
and a nicer grave. Now I have thought 
this, too: That man, Manoel P. Pereira, 
arrived about that time. Maybe he is 
Manoel Branca-Pereira.” 

‘‘‘"THE next thing to do," I said, after 

1 I had j’ollied him along for his good 
work with the police, “is for you to get 
your friend to learn what he can from 
the Souza family. They must have heard 
something about their servant’s son. Who 
are they, by the way?’’ 

“Very wealthy, the Souzas. They have 
many coffee plantations around Sao Paulo. 
They have big business here in Rio. My 
friend knows them well. He is, in fact, 
affianced to a daughter. I think I should 
entertain my friend at dinner and employ 

much diplomacy and tact.”-Which 

meant more milreis! 

“Meantime,” I suggested, “suppose we 
work a little more ourselves. Did you find 
out, by any chance, where she was buried 
or who the undertaker was?” 

“Oh yes, the undertaker’s name was on 
the permit to rebury her. In fact, this 
undertaker is a very good friend of the 
director of police. That is one reason why 
the director remembered this happening so 
well. He suggested him to this Branca.” 

But the undertaker did not know where 
Branca lived. He had been stopping at 
a hotel when the undertaker disinterred 
and reburied the body. He gave us an 
eloquent description of the whole affair, 
so da Silva said, and added the informa¬ 
tion that Branca, who did call liimself 
Pereira, had bought many masses for his 
mother’s soul and had expressed deep re¬ 
morse at his neglect of her while he was 
in the States piling up wealth. 

He had not stopped at the hotel long 
after the funeral, and there was no way 
of telling where he had gone. 

T HE friend of the Souza family was 
the next hope, and da Silva dined and 
wined him that night and brought me an 
earful of the harvest. 

The Souza family not only had met 
Branca-Pereira, but had admitted him to 
friendship. 

“Think 1 The son of their servant! 
Yet they are at home to him whenever 
he chooses to call. They say all that is 
good of him; he has won them completely. 
Of course, his wealth is no drawback 
there, and already he is planning ventures 
in coffee with Senor Souza. He talked 
of going back to the States. They per¬ 
suaded him to remain, at least a while. 
He has taken a big house near them, with 
servants. And he is marrying, he hints.” 

I wondered what Miss Coburn would 
think of that last bit of information. 
Would it be news to her? 


“Oh, yes,” da Silva rattled on. “I 
nearly forgot. He has gone to Pernam¬ 
buco. The Souzas think maybe he will 
come back with a bride.” 

I began to see light, or thought I did. 
It didn’t take long to find that the Aurauia 
called at Pernambuco. That was the 
answer, I felt sure. Branca had gone 
there to meet Miss Coburn, very likely 
to marry her, if they had not been married 
in the States—something I had never been 
able to find out. He would probably re¬ 
turn on the boat with her. 

In three, or maybe two days more, the 
Aurauia would reach Rio. There was 
nothing I could do but wait—and work. 

We drove around the block in which 
Branca’s house stood. It was a fine neigh¬ 
borhood, and all the houses were preten¬ 
tious with large gardens in the rear. 

B UT on the street back of Branca’s 
house was one less well kept. Da 
Silva rented the rear half of the first 
floor for me. The house was not directly 
behind Branca’s—two houses intervened 
between it and the one whose garden 
abutted on Branca’s—but it would do. 

Then I got the layout of Branca’s 
house. There are electric light company 
inspectors in Rio, and they, as well as 
every one else I came across down there, 
can be bribed. In Rio clothes, with a cap 
over my eyes, I accompanied da Silva in 
an inspector’s uniform, and we went 
through every room in Branca’s house. I 
did not get a chance to look at any 
letters or documents, and I didn’t want to 
lift any yet. But I saw where to plant 
dictographs and where some window bars 
might best be sawed. 

After which I waited for the Aurauia. 
I was on the spot when they came off, 
Miss Coburn and a thin, dark fellow with 
a moustache—who must be Branca. Not 
far behind them was Slevin, keeping one 
eye on them and the other open for me. 
When he spotted me he changed his course 
slightly so that he would pass close to 
me, in case I wanted to slip him a word 
or a note. 

“Let ’em go,” I signed to him. “I’ve 
got the address.” And we took a ride 
around the town while he told me the 
yarn. 

“Of course she saw me on the boat,” 
he said, “but she doesn’t suspect any¬ 
thing. When we got to Pernambuco I 
saw she was looking for someone, the 
way she watched over the rail. As soon 
as he spotted her he came aboard with his 
baggage, and in no time at all the whole 
ship knew they were going to be married 
at sea. I had the stateroom next to hers, 
you know; the London man helped me fix 
that. 

“COON after the ship sailed they were 
married. The bridal suite was occu¬ 
pied, so they used her room. They stayed 
out on deck, walking up and down, and not 
saying much, very embarrassed, and all 
the passengers were kidding them, for 
they all liked her. So I slipped into her 
room with a screw (skeleton key) and be¬ 
gan to look for a place to hang the dicto- 
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graph. It was a tough one, that, for state¬ 
rooms are bare, you know. 

“Finally I noticed the electric fan. That 
gave me the hunch. I strapped the ‘die’ 
to the center of the fan, behind the cage, 
with a piece of wire, and ran my own 
wire -right with the fan wire to the out¬ 
let. Opposite where my bunk would be, I 
drilled a hole and spliced the wire, so I 
had that microphone ear-piece right handy. 
I could lie in my bunk and take in every¬ 
thing they said. 

“Well, here’s what I got of the story 
—all of it that might fit, anyway.” And 
the pertinent portions of their conversa¬ 
tion went something like this: 

“You know it’s just luck that I met this 
boat. You were to come on the next one, 
you know.” 

“Yes, but I thought I might as 
well-” 

“And nobody followed you—you’re 

sure of that?” he asked. 

“Almost positive. I did everything you 
told me to, and it was a lot of fun. I 
pretended that somebody was following 
me.” And she told him of her maneuvers 
at Liverpool, planned long before by him, 
Slevin gathered. 

“Well, what’s new in New York? Have 
you heard anything about Singleton?” 

"Qh, I must tell you about that. First 
of all, I went up to Bretton Woods and 
mailed the letters on time. But not long be¬ 
fore I got your message a girl in the room¬ 
ing house got a job at Martiniere’s 1 I was 
careful not to quiz her, but she liked to 
talk about her work. After a while she 
told me she thought there was something 
funny there. Nobody knew where Single- 
ton was. She said she thought the other 
two, you know-” 

“Bertschmann and Layton?” 

“V/" ES. Well, they seemed to think 

^ Singleton had a nervous breakdown 
or something, at first. Then I went a 
little further. I told her a fib. I said 
I had a girl friend who had known 
Singleton, and she didn’t know where 
he was either. The girl tried to pump me 
a little. I guess she thought she would 
make a hit if she could tell Martiniere's 
where Singleton was. Did I do wrong 
to say I’d even heard of Singleton?” 

“Well-•” Branca obviously didn’t 

like-it, but he would not say so. 

“Anyway, she told me just before I 
sailed that they were on to Singleton at 
last. Isn’t that great? The big tiara, 
the Minturn one, disappeared from the 
vault. Somebody put another one like it 
in the vault and stole the real one. They 
thought that Singleton had taken it. Then 
she said they had found out a lot of other 
things had been stolen. There was so 
much missing, she said, that probably they 
would let him off if he would return 
most of it.” 

Then Branca questioned her minutely, 
with the purpose, so far as I could guess, 
of learning whether she had been followed 
or not. 

“Well, anyway,” she said finally, “I’m 
glad they are on to him at last, and I’m 
glad you aren’t back there. I wouldn’t 
want you to find him if you had to have 
him arrested, and I know you’d think you 
had to do that. But I helped anyway, 
didn’t I ? What do you really think 


I Will Prove to You 
that You Can Make 



Your Profits 
Will Begin 
At Once 


These records show you 
how our Representatives 
make large profits the 
first day. You can easily 
do as well. 

$32 Profit First Day 
Mr. Jacob Myron, of 
Conn., reported those big 
earnings. 

$20 Profit in 4 Hours 

Mrs. J. F. Reilly, of W. 
Va., cleared $5 an hour in 
her first 4 hours of work. 


$40 In 24 Hours 

That's the record of 
Adolph Montoya, of N. M. 
$13 Profit First Afternoon 
was the result of the first 
work of B. Collander, of 

AUTO 
GIVEN 



We offer __ 
provide a car ^ ©a.p.Co. 
without any expense to 
you whatever. Just write 
for our proposition. Mail 
the coupon for details of 
the plan that will give 
you this automobile with¬ 
out expense and from $10 
to $30 a day in cash. 


$100 

a Week 


Yes, you can make $100 a week and not work 
half as hard as you do now. You can do as well 
as H. T. Pearl, of Oklahoma, who made $750 in 
one month. You can begin like R. L. Marshall, 
of New Jersey, who made $80 in five hours. You 
don’t have to invest any money. You don’t have 
to take a course or do any studying. You can 
start right in next week to enjoy a really big 
income. The opportunity is waiting. Do you 
want it? Then read this ad carefully and answer 
it, for this is meant for you. 


700 Men And Women 
Wanted At Once 



Amazing Profits For 
Easy Work 

We are the originators and manufacturers of “ZANOL** 
products—the nationally advertised line of Pure Food 
Products, Toilet Preparations, Soaps, Perfumes, Household 
an .d Laundry Necessities—over 350 different kinds. Four 
million dollars worth were bought last year but none of 
these products are sold in stores. 

We sell direct from factory to customer. By this mean* 
we give greater values and lower prices than could be 
secured in stores. We have thousands and thousands of 
customers in every section of the United States. But 
instead of sending their orders direct to us we appoint a 
Representative in each locality through whom our custom* 
era send us their orders. 


bAviuaive ■ emiury 

We offer to assign you an exclusive territory and let you 
handle all our dealings with our customers in that terri¬ 
tory. You will simply introduce our products and let th< 
people know that you have become the “ZANOL” Repre¬ 
sentative. The rest is easy, for our products arc in de¬ 
mand everywhere. 


More Than A Million Dollars Made By 
Our Representatives In 8 Months 


If you want your share of these big profits, 
write now. We furnish you complete equip¬ 
ment for doing business, FREE. We tell you 
what to do.. We help you get started quick 
and make big profits at once. You will have 
the same proposition that has meant thousands 
of dollars to E. S. Shelly, of Pa.; Mrs. Nona 
Kem, of Miss.; Edgar Banville, of Mass., and 
dozens of others. 

Send No Money 

Just send me your name and I will tell you 
how to get started. I will show you how you 
can make $100 a week, and even in your spare 
time from $8 to $10 a day. I will show you 
how you can have a permanent, profitable, 
dignified business that will bring you a bigger 
income than you ever thought possible. 

THE AMERICAN PRODUCTS CO. 


Don’t wait until someone else gets in ahead of 
you. Don t delay until it is too late. 

Act at once. 


1 Albert Mllle. Ob°i“ C “ ' 


President and General JdanageP 

Dept. 1288, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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“ They’ve tripled your 
salary, dear” 

“T TELL you, Tom, it was a lucky day 

A for both of us when you sent in that 
I. C. S. coupon. You’d never be where you 
are to-day if you hadn’t decided to study 
in spare time just when you did.” 

Spare-time study with the I. C. S. is winning pro¬ 
motions for thousands of men and bringing happiness 
to thousands of homes all over the world. In offices, 
shops, stores, mines, mills and on railroads, I. C. S. 
trained men are stepping up to big jobs, over the 
heads of older men, past those whose only qualifica¬ 
tion is long service. There is a job ahead of YOU. 
Some man is going to be picked for it The boss 
can’t take chances. He is going to choose a trained 
man with sound, practical knowledge of the work. 

Get busy right now and put yourself in line for 
that promotion. You can do it in spare time in your 
own home through the International Correspondence 
Schools, just as thousands of other men and women 
have done. 

The first step they took was to mark and mail 
this coupon. Make your start the same way—and 
make it right now. 

MAIL THE COUPON TO-DAY 
FOR FREE BOOKLET I 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 3169, Scranton, Penna. 

Without cost or obligation on my part, phase fall me 
bow I can qualify for the position or In the subject be/ere 
which I have marked an X: 

BUSINESS TRAINING C0UR8E8 


TRusiness Management 
Industrial Management 
Personnel Organization 
Traffic Management 
Business Law 
Banking and Banking Law 
Accountancy (IncludingC.P.A.) 

Nicholson Cost Accounting 
Bookkeeping 
Private Secretary 
Spanish □ French 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL C0UR8E8 


Ball **“**“11 
Advertising 
Better Letters 
Show Card Lettering 
Stenograjihy an.l Typing 
Business English 
Civil Service 
Railway Mall Clerk 
Common School Subjects 
High School Subjects 
Illustrating 


Electrical Engineering 
Electric Lighting 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 

eying and Mapping 

_illurgy □ Mining 

Steam Engineering □ Radio 


Architect 
Architects' Blue Prints 
Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry □ Pharmacy 
Automobile Work 
Airplane Engines 
Agriculture and Poultry 
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True Delective Mysteries 

would have happened if I hadn’t mailed 
those letters?” 

“Why, old Bertschmann would have 
sworn Singleton was dead. He would 
never suspect him. But after he got those 
letters, he must have found Singleton 
never was in Bretton Woods, and that 
would make even the old man suspicious. 
Layton, of course, would suspect right 
away.” 

''DUT, oh! I forgot to tell you: That 
D girl told me they had not heard a 
single word from Singleton. What do 
you think of that? I know I mailed 
them.” 

“What! Are you sure she said that? 
Are you sure you mailed them?” 

“Positive!” 

“Well—oh, of course. They hadn’t told 
any of the employees, that’s all. Did she 
say what their detectives were doing?” 

“No, she didn’t mention detectives.” 

That conversation and others along the 
same line explained a lot to me. I had 
alw’ays wondered how Branca had managed 
to get the girl to mail Singleton’s letters 
and kept so quiet about everything, if 
she were guiltless as I had always thought 
her. The whole thing tickled my vanity. 

I had picked the right girl, and traced 
her, had rightly thought her innocent, and 
at the same time worth following to Eng¬ 
land and then Rio. Branca evidently had 
told her he knew of Singleton’s guilt, but 
that Martiniere’s did not suspect him, and 
the letters were to cast suspicion. Miss 
Coburn had done her best to help Branca. 
And Branca hoped to run down Singleton 
himself, I gathered, until he learned about 
his mother’s death, and when he went to 
Rio, gave up the plan of catching Single- 
ton. 

There were big doings at Branca’s 
house, and da Silva relayed to me the 
plans for a big church wedding and a 
round of parties before the young couple 
went on their honeymoon to the Souzas’ 
country place. Meantime I was waiting 
for Layton. 

Branca might be all his wife thought 
him to be, but Layton might think other¬ 
wise. Branca might have been Burroughs, 
despite the difference in their appearance, 
and Burroughs was pretty surely a con¬ 
federate of Singleton. At least he was 
a crook. 


Oeeupalloa.... 

Pertont reeidtno <" Canada ekould tend thie coupon to the 
international Corretpondnure School « Canadian. Limited, 
Montreal, Canada 

RingWatch 

S OLID white gold effect richly 
engraved. Set with 10 bril¬ 
liant diamond cut geina. 
Gorgcoua beauty I Tiny mirror 
and rouge compact hidden under 
clever dial. Blue synthetic sap¬ 
phire crown jewel. a ny 
Send NO Money $fBof 

Pay postman and post- — 

age on arrival. Moth 
back guaranteed. 

BRADLEY, G221.Newlon.MASS. 


A simple, safe 
home treatment 
— 16 years success in 
my practice. Moles 
(also BIG growths) dry up and drop off. 
Write for free Booklet giving full particulars. 

WMJ)AYlS,M.D.,1256GroveAve.,Woodbridge,N.J. 




B ESIDES, there were several things 
Layton had to explain, such as the 
reason for hiring detectives other than 
those I suggested to find Miss Coburn, 
and why he had cabled me Buenos Aires 
instead of Rio. 

But would he be able to find Branca? 
He probably had no introduction to such 
a go-getter as Herman da Silva, and 
Branca did not expect him, as I had 
once fancied he might. And I wanted him 
to meet Branca as soon as possible. It 
was up to me to see that he did. 

I rigged it up with Herman. He was 
to rope Layton as soon as he could, and 
put him in the way of finding out where 
Branca lived. 

It happened just that way. Layton came 
off the boat, drove to a hotel, and shortly 
afterward came down to what would be 
the lobby. Herman, loafing about, was 
standing within earshot when Layton 


asked the clerk in French if he knew 
Manoel Branca. Herman offered a thou¬ 
sand pardons for intruding but he hap¬ 
pened to overhear Senor’s question, and 
happening to know of the gentleman for 
whom he inquired, and so on. Then Her¬ 
man i.otified me, and Slevin and I were 
on the lookout. But Layton delayed 
several hours. 

It was dark when he drove up to 
Branca’s. We watched long enough to 
see that he got in—and it took quite a 
bit of talk before the servant let him in 
—and then we beat it for my own place, 
out of the back window, over three walls, 
then over Branca’s and into his garden. 
But just as I was about to drop from 
Branca’s wall I heard voices. They were 
talking in the garden. I cautioned Slevin 
and we let ourselves down noiselessly and 
crept as close as we dared, behind some 
bushes. 

T HE moon kept sliding in and out of 
the clouds, and sometimes we could see 
and sometimes not. But we heard practi¬ 
cally everything that was said. 

“Yes, but how did you know?” Branca 
was demanding. 

“Just pure hunch, my dear fellow, noth¬ 
ing more. When that stupid detective 
told me about Miss Coburn I knew at 
once, or rather, I guessed. In fact. I 
began to guess when he found out about 
your existence as Burroughs. So, because 
of a hunch—or intelligence, if you will.” 

“Yes, you’re here. And where will you 
be if I choose to tell?” 

“I’ll still be here,” said Layton with a 
sneer. “But you won’t choose to tell. 
You daren’t.” 

“I might. I might if you ever tell my 
wife a word-” 

“Now, now, my dear man! Don’t get 
excited.” 

“I am excited, damn you, Layton! Why 
shouldn’t I be? For years I’ve looked 
forward to the moment when I should 
be away from you, prodding me all the 
time, making me do the dangerous, the 
dirty work, while you took half and more 
than half the loot. But it’s my own fault. 
I should have turned you up the moment 
you began to blackmail me—for that’s 
what it was; blackmail. I may be a thief, 
but I’m not guilty of blackmail, thank 
God!” 

“Oh, yes, you should have turned me 
up! And what would you have said when 
I showed that you had been substituting 
pearls for the whole year? Who would 
have believed you if you had accused me? 
No, you did the right thing. The only 
thing you could have done.” 

“Well, I see you’re at it on jour own 
hook. I hear the Minturn is gone. You 
took it, of course?” 

N aturally, who else? That’s 

one reason I’ve taken the trouble to 
come to you. You must get rid of it 
for me.” 

“Not on your life! I’m through. You’ll 
have to be your own fence. I don’t need 
the money—and little enough of it I’d 
get from you if I did. No, Layton, I’m 
straight from now on. And if you ever 
breathe a word about me to my wife, well, 
I say very calmly that I’ll kill you.” 

And he did say it calmly, but terribly. 
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Recface 

a pound e\>ery day 

Mures Way 


A European discovery makes 
It possible to reduce weight as 
nature herself reduces. Flora- 
zona actually washes away 
excess flesh throuth the pores. 

Don't risk your health with 
starvation diets, heart-straining 
exercises, internal drugs. Simply 
empty a package of fragrant 
Florazona in your bath. Stay 
In tor fifteen minutes; ana 
from 8 ounces to 1 pound o* 
weight melts away. 

Results Guaranteed. 

Thousands o t successful users; hundreds of eminent 
physicians recommend this natural way to reduce. Con¬ 
tains no cpsom salts, no alum. Absolutely pure and 
harmless. Simple, safe, sure, natural. Convince your¬ 
self that Florazona will reduce your weight 8 to IS pounds 
•n only two weeks. Guaranteed to reduce or your money 
back. Two weeks treatment only $3.50 postpaid. At 
drug and department stores, or direct from 
FLORAZONA CORP., Dept. 77, 100 SthAve.. N. Y. C. 

f torsions Corp. Dept. 77, 100 6th At*., N. Y. C. 

I tndoH 13.SO for two we.lt. Florxzon* tr.ntm.nt (14 baths). U 
I do not r*due* with this tr* 




FREE Book on 

Deafness 

Write today for 168 page FREE book 
giving full particulars ami testimonials 
f romhundreds of grateful users whose 
hearing has been restored by uscof our 
"little wireless phones fortheears." 

Wilson Common-Sense Ear Drums 

require no medicine but effectively replace what is 
lacking or defective in the natural ear drums. They 
are simple devices, which the wearer easily fits into the 
oars where they are invisible. Soft, safe and comfortable. 

WILSON EAR DRUM CO.. Incorporated 
929 inter-Southern Bldg, LOUISVILLE, KY. 

Are You Thin and Weak ? 

Bcrnarr Macfaddcn's book, “Gaining Weight,” 
is based on common sense plus a profound knowl¬ 
edge of the human body. His carefully out¬ 
lined instructions are devised to fit every 
varying circumstance and condition of the in¬ 
dividual. 

Price SOc. Or we will enter youf subscription 
to Physical Culture Magazine and mail you a 
copy of “Gaining Weight” for $3.00. 

e»t. T.D.-7 

New York 
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ha q ros.s co. mg 


DIAMONDS WATCHES 





SEND FOR CATALOG 

Over 2,000 bargains in Diamond-set 
Jewelry, Watches, etc. Sent pre- 
pnid for your FREE Examination. 
Catalog explains everything. 

Money back If not satlaflad. 


' 14-K Solid Whit* Gold, 16 j; $22:»6 

High-Grade Railroad Watches 

Guaranteed te Pees Inspection 
HAMILTON Me. M2, 2t jeweie, Adjusted to 6 Fost- *g g 
ELGIN'S LATEST RAYMOND^71 Jaw.ll.8 Adltilt- SCC 
mnnU. Kune 40 huore one winding. Gold Oiled cess. 03 

SS.TTK’fSJSrsZ: ’1—a Week 

LOFTIS BROS. & CO. National Ic.elers 

Dept. B471 108 N. State S*., Chicago, Ilk 

_ Stores in Leading Cities _ 


“Yes, you came to get me into your 
hands again, didn't you? Well, you won’t 
succeed. You came because you knew 
that if a detective got to me first I would 
tell the world what you are; or you 
thought I would. That’s why you came. 
You didn’t dare have me caught if you 
could help it, and you weren’t satisfied 
to let me go. I was too profitable for 
you.” 

“You can think what you choose about 
my motives, of course, but you must admit 
I have been of service to you.” 

“How, in God’s name?” 

“In the first place I took a chance when 
I offered to come over here with that 
chump Geary. And when I saw that he 
was really on the right track—how he 
ever got there I’ll swear I don’t know—I 
did something that you won’t believe, but 
I can prove it for you some day. He told 
me he was shadowing Miss Coburn, your 
wife, that is, so I determined that he 
should not sail on the same boat with 
her. And the night before we sailed when 
I saw her come out on the street I hid. 
He followed. And as he came to the 
areaway where I was hiding I hit him 
with a blackjack. You won’t believe this, 

I know, but I did it. Laid him out cold. 
I thought for a while I had killed him. 
I delayed him, at any rate. 

RUT he recovered. I had to wire 

•D him to avoid his suspicion, but when 
your wife gave me the slip at Liverpool 
and Geary advised me to employ detec¬ 
tives to find her, I did not hire those he 
suggested but some others. And when 
they found her I started Geary off on a 
false scent; cabled him that she had 
gone to Buenos Aires. He’s probably on 
his way there now, if he’s recovered 
enough. That’s what I’ve done for you 
—saved you, that’s all!” 

“So that you would be saved.” 

“Of course. Saved us both. Why not? 
We’ve stolen together, but is that any 
reason we should hang together?” 

I could understand Branca’s bitterness 
toward Layton. I felt very much that 
way myself, when I remembered the head¬ 
ache he had given me. 

“What do you intend to do, Layton?” 

“Why, beyond getting rid of the Min- 
turn through you I have no plans. I can 
go back to New York with some sort of 
cock-and-bull story about my trip to 
Buenos Aires and missing your wife, or 
I’d just as soon loaf around the world 
for a while. I think I’ll have her go to 
Chile from Buenos Aires, when I get 
tired of that town, and from there to 
the South Seas. I always wanted to see 
them. I’ll keep a jump ahead of Geary, 
don’t fear. He’ll merely think I am the 
dogged pursuer, see?” 

“But how did you manage to bring the 
Minturn with you?” 

“I broke it up. of course, and got rid 
of the setting. And I hid the stones in 
various places as I felt like it. Some¬ 
times I wore knickerbockers, and the roll 
tops of my stockings were full of Min¬ 
turn stones. But most of the time the 
stones were in the handles of my suit¬ 
cases—good place, in case you happen to 
be smuggling sometime.” 



Make This Dress 
in an Hour 

for only $4.84 


T HE lovely dress shown above isjust one of tha 
famous “One Hour Dresses" that have created 
such a sensation. 


You can make it right at home in an amazingly 
short time for a third of what you would pay in the 
shops. The only cost is $4.84 for materials, as follows: 


21 i yards 40-inch Georgette <3> $1.79 $4.48 
yard 2-inch Ribbon - - - - - .14 
1 skein Silk --------- .12 

1 spool Silk Thread- - - - - - .10 

$4.84 


It would cost you at least $15 
ready-made—so you save $10.16. 


The plan for making “One Hour Dresses” was 
originated by the Woman’s Institute and is just 
one feature of a new and almost magical method by 
which you can learn to make all of your own clothes 
right at home—no matter where you live—no matter 
how little you may know about sewing. 


21 NEW DESIGNS 
ALL FOR 25c 

The Woman’s Institute has published a handsome 
16-page book which gives complete step-by-step in¬ 
structions for making the “One Hour Dre$>” shown 
above and 20 others just as lovely. 

They are all lovely models, in 
the very latest style, and every 
step in measuring, cutting, sew¬ 
ing and finishing is so clearly ex- 99V T? 

plained and so easy to follow fij. £ 

that you will be surprised how 
quickly you can make the dresses 
you want. 

And the cost of the book con¬ 
taining all 21 designs is only 25c. 

Just mail the coupon with 25c 
in coin or stamps and we’li send 
you a copy by return mail. 



WOMAN S INSTITUTE 
Dept. 390-U, Scranton, Penna. 

I am enclosing 25 cents. Please send mo 
"One Hour Dresa" book, which gives complete si 
by-step instructions for making the dreas 11 
trated above and twenty others just as lovely. 


(Please specify whether Mrs. or Miss) 
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WHEN YOU 
ENROLL 

This hand- 
some full size, 
professional 
tenor banjo is 
yours. We want to 
make one thousand 
new friends this 
month. We want to 
present one of these 
wonderful delightful 
Instruments as a gift 
to each of one thousand 
readers of this magazine 
•—and here's why. 

Before becoming a pro¬ 
fessor and aloverof music, 
particularly tire tenor ban¬ 
jo, 1 yearned and yearned 
for the |x ssession of a genu¬ 
ine. professional Instrument, 
he san e kind used by the tie. 
successful professionals of tl.c 
world. Now we want you to suc¬ 
ceed. We want to help every rnusic- 
lover that we can. at tain success, and 
this gift ol.er is n ode to pave tire way 
for you, and no previous musical knowledge is necessary. 

We have another surprise for you I Not only do we 
start you on the way to popularity, success and fame by 
supplying you with an instrument that you can compare 
to any used or displayed in your town, but under personal 
supervision you will be given, by n ail, the benefit of the 
professor's twenty-two years experience as director of Glee 
and Instrumental clubs of New York University (his name 
U Harry S. Six). We don’t just send you a lot of printed 
words and instructions and trust to luck that you will catch 
on. The professor's method is dit.crcnt and lias proven 
to be the simplest devised by man—that Is why we claim 
you'll be able to play in thirty minutes. Put us to the test. 

Learn in 30 Minutes 

With My Picture Method 

Arthur Brisbane, the highest paid 
journalist in the worl 1, once s di that 
"a single picture is worth a thousand 
words. ' He was right, for It stands 
to reason, when you take your in¬ 
strument in hand along wi h the 
actual photographs of the prifessor 
In action as your guide, it is easy to 
Imitate and do the right thing. But 
that is not all. 

Pknnnarinliie We also furnish 

rnonograpnic as ^ additional 

Rpcordc FrAA phonographic records of the 

Ikccurus r ree professor's playing of the pie ce you are 
learning, along with our thorough, printed and illustrated, 
eaay-to-read course. Doesn't that sound easy I It is easy. 
If you could sit at my desk and sec the letters and tele¬ 
grams from our pupils, you would be convinced that we 
have perfected the simplest, yet most highly efficient 
course to insure your mastering the tenor banjo. 

Don’t Send a Single Cent 

Investigate offer today. Don’t put off until tomorrow 
because you might forget and miss this wonderful oppor¬ 
tunity. It might be the turning point in your career. 
r» t M»nd a Mingle cent. Juat drop • line— om coopon or postal card 
I do— telling you are interrctod in receiving full particulars about 
, full aiza profea- 


_ vimr full) 

SrtfrMMg. 

ThlidoeanotobliK.i. you in .nr w«y. Therefore do not heojlzta—put in 

r reservation Dow. thia n ry minute. Yo-'" 

' our happ .- . . . 

or banjo r 


New York Academy of Music 
Studio 627, 212 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 

Please rush all Information relative to 
your Tenor Banjo Course and reserve a 
gift banjo for tnc. This obligates me in 
no way whatever. 

Name_...____ 

Address_........................_... 

City-State- 


Tea Room Managers in Bitf Demand 


everywhere. You can open one in your ow n home 
—and make money hand over hat, or manage one 
already going. Big sal. lies paid u '.rained 
managets; shortage acute. We teaci. you en¬ 
tire business in your spare time. Be ind 



ent. 


tismrss in your spare time. Be indcpcnd- 
WritcforFree Book. 'Touring Tea for 
Profit." 

LEWIS TEA ROOM INSTITUTE 

Dept. T-261 6. _ Washington, D. C, 


B e jin aptist 

WE CAN TEACH \ J 

YOU DRAWING in N- 
your own home during your^s 
spare time. Twenty-five years of 
successful teaching proves our abf 
ity. Artists receive large salariee. 

Write Today for Art Year Book 

SCHODI^AmiED AW > 
room no. 17 Battle Cheek Niul. 



True Detective Mysteries 

“YV/ELL, this much is flat: I won’t 

W help you get rid of the M inturn. 

I won’t give up anything to you to keep 
quiet about me. I’ve got it all worked 
out, and I’m going to stick to it. I’ve 
planned this for five years—a whole year 
before I became Burroughs. I worked 
out every detail, and every one of them 
has worked. All I have been waiting for 
the last eight months is for some poor old 
woman named Branca to die. I have read 
the Rio papers every day for eight 
months; at last it happened. I cabled the 
police here, I followed, and gave her a 
great burial. I took the identity of her 
son—stole my own mother, as it were— 
to get a safe hide-out for myself. And 
it worked. I have my first American 
citizenship papers, I have made wealthy 
and powerful friends here. It would take 
an awful lot to bring me back to the 
States. Why ? Simply because I thought it 
all out and stuck to it. It would take more 
than your identification to get me back, 
Layton. Nobody would be able to prove it.” 

“What if somebody—no, I don’t say I 
will—but what if somebody should tell 
your wife?” 

“She wouldn’t believe it, although I 
warn you not to try! Nobody here would 
believe it. The story, though true, is too 
fanciful. Now, I’m not begging for 
mercy, understand, but why don’t you go 
back and leave me alone? I’m through 
with everything; nobody will ever reach 
me. I have plenty; so have you. What 
do you want to keep at me for? Go 
on back, Layton, for God’s sake!” 


“TV7ELL, maybe I shall. I don’t know. 

VV But I’ve got to get rid of the Min- 
tum.” 

“I’ll tell you again that I won’t have 
anything to do with it. If I hadn’t met 
my wife, I guess I’d go you on the Min¬ 
turn. But not now. I’m through with 
all that. And I’ll tell you again that you 
can’t frighten me with any threats of ex¬ 
posure, even if you hang yourself by 
doing it. I’m Branca now, and thank 
God I’ll never be Singleton again!” 

And there you are. Singleton took 
four years working it out, first as Bur¬ 
roughs, studying Portuguese, reading up 
on Brazil; then as Branca, still studying, 
working for the time when he could steal 
a mother for himself and come out in 
the open as Branca! Then he could leave 
behind him for all time his identity as 
Singleton, and forget his past when he and 
Layton were the jewel thieves of Mar- 
tiniere’s. 

My work was through after I had 
cabled Gage. I had been hired to find 
out who was robbing Martiniere’s, and 
I had found out, just in time to save 
Gage. With I^ayton and Singleton in jail, 
the old firm of which he is the silent 
partner is safe from ruin. He can doubt¬ 
less get much of the loot back which has 
been stolen from it in the past. So every¬ 
thing is cleared up for Gage. 

But before the case is off my personal 
books one thing more is going to happen: 
Layton is going to get a smack in the 
jaw, in payment for that bang on the 
head he gave me! 


Four Shots 

(Continued from page 21) 


tatingly identified it as being similar to 
the buckles on the slippers that he handled. 
In my presence he compared the buckles 
with the buckles on a pair of slippers out 
of his stock. 

“The same buckle!” he said. 

“Positive?” 

“Absolutely.” 

W ELL, here was one link in the chain 
forged. I was a happy detective dur¬ 
ing the ride back to Little Rock. But 
shortly after my arrival I learned that 
Winona Green had been in Little Rock 
the day before my arrival from Commerce, 
Oklahoma. She had been to the bank and 
cashed the two-thousand-dollar exchange 
which Mrs. Bob Green had purchased a 
few days before. And what’s more im¬ 
portant still, she had forged Mrs. Bob 
Green’s name to the exchange, though the 
bank officials hadn’t discovered it until I 
had called it to their attention. 

Then the questions suggested them¬ 
selves: Why did Winona forge her 
mother-in-law’s name to the exchange? 
And where was Mrs. Bob Green? Where 
did Winona leave her? What was the mo¬ 
tive, or motives, behind all these moves? 

Complication upon complication, mystery 
added to mystery, and just about the time 
that I thought I was in a fair way to 
clean up Bob Green’s murder. 

Winona hadn’t left Little Rock by train 
after the forgery. I was sure of that. 
And it was not until the next day I 


learned that she had hired an automobile 
to take her to Osawatomie, Kansas, about 
two hundred miles from Little Rock. I 
obtained this information from one of the 
garages. When the driver returned from 
Osawatomie, I quizzed him for descrip¬ 
tions of his passenger. That passenger 
was Winona Green. 

I left Little Rock on the next train. 
When I arrived at Osawatomie, I learned 
that Winona and her mother-in-law had 
been registered at one of the local hotels, 
but had checked out the morning of the 
day I got there. 

N OW Osawatomie is a comparatively 
small place, and it seemed to me that 
the ticket-agent at the depot might pos¬ 
sibly recall having sold tickets to two 
women answering the descriptions of Mrs. 
Bob Green and Winona Green, so I went 
to see him. He was positive he hadn’t 
sold any tickets to two ladies on that par¬ 
ticular day. I was puzzled. 

“Well, if they didn’t take a train out 
of town,” I thought, “then they must have 
left by automobile.” 

There were two public garages in 
Osawatomie. I decided to make some 
inquiries at the garages. The owner of 
the first garage said that he hadn’t let 
out any of his cars, but the second garage 
man told me a story that interested me. 

“Yes,” he said after I had given him 
a description of Winona and Mrs. Bob 
Green, “I saw those two women. They 
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True Detective Mysteries 



What Did She Do 
To Win Him'?' 

How a demure little wren of a girl was changed almost 
over-night into an attractive liird-of-Paradise woman 
—how she who had been neglected by her young men 
acquaintances suddenly became a center of attraction, 
ana within a few weeks the radiant bride of the man 
she had loved in vnin for years—this is the theme of a 
letter received today. Hundreds of other letters just 
as wonderful have como to us voluntarily from readers 
of our new, revolutionary book dealing not with sex, 
but with psychology. “Fascinating Womanhood, 
shows how any woman who understands certain pecu¬ 
liarities about man’s psychology can attract ana win 
the love of practically any man she chooses. 



Just cut out this ad, write your name and ad¬ 
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were' here about eight o’clock this morning 
and hired one of my cars. The young 
lady said she would drive it, that she only 
wanted it for an hour or two. I didn’t 
know her, so I said to her that I couldn't 
let my cars out to strangers, that I would 
have to send a driver along with them. 
‘Oh,’ she shot right back at me, ‘if you 
are afraid that we won’t bring your car 
back, I will leave a deposit with you that 
will cover the cost of your car.’ She 
handed me a new thousand-dollar-bill, so 
I let her have the car. She came back 
with it about two hours later, but the 
old lady was not with her.” 

“The old lady didn’t come back with 
her?” 

“No,” the garage man went on; “said 
she left her with some friends out in the 
country.” 

T HE problem which confronted me now 
was how Winona got out of Osawat- 
omie, and what had become of Mrs. Bob 
Green. And did Mrs. Bob Green realiy 
have a friend in the vicinity of Osawat- 
omie, or did Winona drive her out in 
the country and kill her? I was mystified! 

“She didn’t walk out of town,” I 
thought. “She must have got somebody 
to drive her out. I’ve got to find that 
somebody.” 

I went back to the hotel and engaged 
the clerk in conversation after I had 
looked over the register and memorized 
the names of guests who had departed 
that morning. Three of the four guests 
who had checked out that morning were 
traveling salesmen, and one of them, the 
clerk told me, was a tobacco salesman 
who traveled over the country in a Ford 
sedan. The clerk didn’t know where he 
had gone, but he informed me that another 
tobacco salesman who was a friend of his 
might be able to tell me. I went around 
the town and found the other tobacco man. 
He told me that his friend was going 
to Redford, Oklahoma, and from there to 
Tulsa; but when I asked him if his 
friend, Harry Breen, had taken a woman 
with him in his car the morning that he 
left Osawatomie, he replied that he didn’t 
think he had. 

I went to Redford that night, where" I 
found Harry Breen registered at one of 
the hotels. I waited until supper time, until 
I thought all the guests were seated at 
the table. Then I slipped out of the hotel 
and went across the street and telephoned 
the hotel. I held the receiver until I 
told the clerk that I wanted to speak to 
Harry Breen. Then I hung up the re¬ 
ceiver and beat it back to the hotel. 

A BELL-BOY was still shouting “Mr. 

Breen” when I entered the office. In 
another moment, out of the dining-room 
came Mr. Breen with the bell-boy. Of 
course there was nobody on the phone. 
“Hello, hello 1” Breen shouted in the trans¬ 
mitter. “Oh, Hell!” and he hung up the 
receiver and went back into the dining¬ 
room. 

I followed him in and took a seat be¬ 
side him, 

I started to work on him right away. 
I first said “Hello,” when I sat down at 
the table, and then I passed some com¬ 
ment about the weather and business. I 
asked him what line he carried, and he 



My Joys 

Are Yours 


If You’ll Accept Them 

By Edna Wallace Hopper 

For 40 years I have searched the world tor 
the utmost in beauty helps. As a girl, I culti¬ 
vated beauty until I became the rage. As a 
woman I have kept that beauty to a grand 
old age. 

Thousands sec me daily on the stage. And they mar¬ 
vel at the fact that I still look a girl of 19. Many a lovely 
debutante envies my hair and complexion. 

By countless request, I have placed these helps at 
every woman’s call. I have had great experts combine 
the best in four preparations. All druggists and toilet 
counters now supply them. I gladly send samples 
free. And I am taking time in my busy life to urge you 
to learn what they do. 

Let me briefly describe four products, combining 52 
ingredients, which mean most to girls and women. 

For the Skin 

My Facial Youth is a liquid cleanser which I found 
tn France. It contains no animal, no vegetable fat. It 
cannot assimilate in any way with the skin. It simply 
cleanses to the depths, then departs. All that clogs os 
soils t.ie skin comes with it. 

Neither you nor I ever knew a cleanser to compare. 
It will be a revelation to you. I wish you would let it 
show you what a clean skin means. 

My Youth Cream combines all the best I have found 
to foster, feed and protect the skin. A large number of 
experts have helped to perfect it. My baby skin at a 
grandmother’s age shows what it means to women. 

It comes in two types—cold cream and vanishing. 
One for night and one for day. My skin is never without 
it. I wish that every woman could discover how much 
this Youth Cream means. 

White Youth Clay 

Clay is woman's supreme help. It has been for ages. 
But now the crude and muddy clays are displaced by 
modern methods. 

Mine is White Youth Clay—the final result of 20 years 
of scientific study. It is refined and dainty. It combines 
many factors which modern experts have discovered fos 
the skin. 

It purges the skin of all that clogs and mars it. Re¬ 
moves the causes of blackheads and blemishes. Combats 
all lines and wrinkles. Brings the blood to the skin to 
create that rosy afterglow. Many women seem to drop 
ten years with one application. 

If every woman knew what White Youth Clay can do 
It would be in universal use. Let a sample show you— 
free. 

Hair You Envy 

My hair is a glory. Thousands who see me dally on 
the stage envy its thickness, its luster and luxuriance. 
I have never had falling hair or dandruff, never a touch 
of gray. Every year my hair grows finer. 

That is due to my Hair Youth. I found the basis in 
France, years ago. But other experts, year by year, have 
added something to it. 

I apply Hair Youth with an eyedropper, directly to the 
scalp. There it combats all that clogs and stifles the hair 
roots. It tones and fertilizes. It treats the scalp like a 
garden, and fosters hair just as an expert fosters flowers. 

I never knew anyone who in other ways attained re¬ 
sults like mine. And I don't think you can do so. 


All druggists and toilet counters now supply Edna 
Wallace Hopper’s beauty helps exactly as I use them. 
Tell me on the coupon which you would like to try and 
i will send it free. My latest Beauty Book will come with 
it. You will thank me always if you send this coupon now. 


905 M.U. 

Your Choice Free 

dark sami 
Hopper. 536 I 

One sample free. Enctose 10c for each addi¬ 
tional sample wanted. 

□ White Youth Clay □ Youth Cream 

O Facial Youth □ Hair Youth 
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True Detective Mysteries 

retaliated by asking me what line I carried. 

“Didn’t I see you driving in this after¬ 
noon ?” 

“Yes,” he replied, “I drove in from 
Osawatomie. Left there this morning.” 

“Had a lady in the car with you, a nice 
looking blonde?” 

“Yep,” he smiled. “She was walking 
along, and I gave her a lift. She went on 
to Tulsa.” 

I went to Tulsa that night. There I 
found Winona and her husband, Le Roy, 
registered at one of the hotels. And now 
that I had found her at last, I didn’t know 
what I should do. 

If Winona had really murdered her 
mother-in-law, it was a certainty that 
Le Roy had not actually participated in 
the murder, for he had not been with them 
over at Osawatomie—unless he had man¬ 
aged to keep himself under cover. 

I “grabbed the bull by the horns” and 
placed both of them under arrest and 
charged them with the murder of Bob 
Green and the murder of Mrs. Bob Green. 
After I had had them separated in the 
jail I called Winona into the jailer’s office. 

I TALKED with her for two hours. She 
* protested that she knew absolutely noth¬ 
ing about Bob Green’s death, and that 
so far as her mother-in-law was con¬ 
cerned, she had gone to visit friends out¬ 
side of Osawatomie. 

Le Roy went into a spasm of rage when 
I accused him of having knowledge of 
his father’s and mother’s deaths. His 
actions were the actions of an innocent 
man. I had to admit that. 

Then I had another talk with Winona. 

“I’ve got the goods on you, Mrs. Green,” 

I began again, “and I’m going to give you 
a chance to tell me the truth.” 

“/'"'*OOD God!” she exclaimed with 
'J melodramatic bravado. “Do you 
still think I’m a murderer, Major Pit- 
cock ?” 

“I do,” I said, “and what’s more, I can 
prove it.” 

“Yes?” her voice trembled, and an ex¬ 
pression of fear crept into her eyes. “Well, 
why don’t you prove it?” 

“I know every move that you’ve made 
since August 14th. You said you arrived 
in Little Rock on the morning of August 
17th about six or seven hours after the 
murder of your father-in-law. That’s lie 
number one. You left Pueblo on the after¬ 


noon of August 14th, and you arrived in 
Little Rock on the afternoon of August 
16th.” 

I could see her self-assurance withering 
when I told her this. Then I made it 
appear that I knew more than I really did. 

“In addition to that,” I looked her 
straight in the eye, “I know that you killed 
Bob Green. Ever sec this buckle?” I 
showed her the slipper-buckle. “That 
came off your slipper. I found that buckle 
beside Bob Green’s body. And did you 
ever see these?” I showed her the pair 
of badly burned slippers. “You put them 
in the kitchen stove the day I called to 
see your mother-in-law.” 

She let forth a weird, blood-curdling 
scream and fell off the chair to the floor 
in a dead faint. 

Later on I got a signed statement from 
her. She admitted that she had left 
Pueblo on the afternoon of August 14th, 
arriving in Little Rock on the evening of 
August 16th. She said she killed Bob 
Green, and that Mrs. Bob Green knew 
all about the plot to get rid of her hus¬ 
band so that she could inherit all his 
money. She showed me letters from the 
murdered man’s wife which substantiated 
her statement. 

M RS. BOB GREEN was a party to the 
murder. She said that she had killed 
Mrs. Bob Green because she was afraid 
that she might squeal on her some day. 
She persuaded her to go to Osawatomie 
with her under the pretext that she, 
Winona, had friends in the country back 
of Osawatomie, and when she got her out 
in the country on a lonely road she shot 
her and threw her Lody down into a 
ravine. She exonerated her husband, Le 
Roy, from all connection with both mur¬ 
ders. She told me where she had bought 
the revolvers with which she had com¬ 
mitted both murders. She bought the gun 
with which she killed her mother-in-law 
in a pawnshop in Tulsa. The gun with 
which she killed her father-in-law was 
purchased in a pawnshop in Pueblo. Both 
pawnbrokers testified to the purchases, 
and both guns were subsequently re¬ 
covered. 

Winona Green went to trial for a double 
first-degree murder and received a life 
term in the Arkansas State Prison. Le 
Roy, the trusting husband, had had no 
part in the killings and was dealt with 
accordingly. 


The Great Movie Robbery 

(Continued from page 33) 


inseparables before the trouble with the 
father. He loved his sister with all his 
heart and soul. They had been the greatest 
of pals, and during the twenty years that 
he was in Australia they had corresponded 
regularly once a month. They never lost 
track of each other. Abbott never had 
married, and he was always an eccentric 
sort of fellow. He was that way before 
he left the United States, and the reputa¬ 
tion followed him to Australia. 

At this part of the story I thought I 
was getting the motive behind the allega¬ 
tion that his uncle was an eccentric fellow. 
He was, I thought, laying the foundation 


for something. What it was at the time 
I didn’t know. I wish now that I had. 

“What do you mean when you say that 
he was eccentric?” I asked him. 

“Oh,” and he sighed, “he didn’t believe 
in banks.” 

“Had your uncle ever had a disastrous 
experience with banks?” 

H E said that his uncle hadn't, and then 
went on with the story. He said 
that his uncle never had any use for any 
ether money than the coin of Uncle Sam. 
Another one of his eccentricities, he called 
this. Whenever the uncle got a hundred 
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pounds together in Australia, he would 
immediately have it changed into Ameri¬ 
can bills and stow it away. Upon the 
death of Anderson’s mother (Abbott’s 
sister) some two or three years back, 
Abbott had written Anderson that he 
contemplated leaving his entire fortune of 
about four thousand dollars to him when 
he died. 

“This uncle of whom I have just spoken 
died about a month ago and sent me 
forty-five hundred dollars,” he concluded 
his remarkable statement. 

I must say I thought it the poorest 
fabrication I had ever listened to. 

“That’s a fine lot of bunk, Anderson,” 
I said to him. “Unless you immediately 
return the money you stole from your 
employers, I intend to prefer charges 
against you.” 

He continued to protest his absolute 
innocence, and stuck to the story that he 
had just recited. 

“Call it bunk if you want to, but it’s 
the truth,” he said. 

Then I thought I had him where he 
couldn’t get away. 

“How did you get this money? Who 
delivered it to you?” I was certain that 
I would be able to check up his answer 
in such a manner that I would be able 
to determine whether or not there was a 
grain of truth in his entire story. 

H E said that he didn’t know how the 
money got to this country from 
Australia. He said that when he arrived 
home one night after his work at the 
theater, the landlady in the rooming house 
where he had a small suite handed him a 
package. It contained the forty-five hun¬ 
dred in small American bills. 

I exploded when he gave me this 
explanation. 

“Man alive! Do you expect any intelli¬ 
gent human being to believe such a yarn 
as that?” 

“I should worry whether or not you 
believe it. What do I care what you think 
about my story, so long as my conscience 
is clear of any wrong-doing?” He looked 
me bang in the eyes when he said this. 

I dismissed him and went over to see 
the woman from whom he rented the suite 
of rooms. I asked her if she recalled 
having received a package for Mr. Ander¬ 
son on a certain date. She said that she 
had, but that she couldn’t recall whether 
it came by an express man, by parcels post, 
mail or what-not. Her mind was almost 
a blank on that matter. 

“It seems to me,” she said, “that a boy 
might have brought the package.” 

That was about the best I could get out 
of her. 

Then I went after the Post-Office 
authorities and the Express Companies and 
the Telegraph Companies in Chicago. Not 
one of them had any record of a package 
of money sent from the uncle in Aus¬ 
tralia to Anderson. What could I pos¬ 
sibly think other than that this man was 
the thief? I was convinced of it, and 
so were his employers, Paulitz and Epstein. 

I T seemed to me that the only thing left 
for us to do was to have Anderson 
arrested and to prefer charges against 
him. I was sure that any jury in the 
world would convict him, in view of all 



By BENNY LEONARD, Undefeated 
Lightweight Champion of the World 

I F Fate has jabbed you in the solar plexus 
—Hit Back. If Nature has been 
unkind to you, has laid you low with 
sickness or cursed you with a frail, weak 
body—Hit Back. 

Are you content to lay down like a yellow 
dog and whimper, just because you were 
not born with a strong physique, with big 
muscles, broad chest, brawny limbs? Are 
you satisfied to go shuffling wearily to your 
work, with run down, half-dead body? Are 
you willing to admit defeat—to allow your 
unfitness to keep you forever down and out, 
just struggling for a bare existence— 
scorned by your boss, a disgrace and a 
hindrance to your wife and family and 
shunned by society wherever you go? If 
you are, then you are doomed to misery 
and failure. You are destroying your chance 
for Wealth, Happiness, Success. 

My message to you is: 
Snap out of it, old man. 
hit Back! I can tell 
>ou of no better ex- 
! ample of this reasoning 
than my own life. I 
was a skinny, frail 
youngster. They called 
me the “powder puff 
kid.” But I didn’t ac¬ 
cept that as my fate. 
My climb to the high¬ 
est rung of physical 
supremacy— the cham¬ 
pionship of (he world — 
was begun the day I 
decided to Hit Back. 
From that day to 
this I haven’t 
stopped hitting 
back. 

And here is the way I’ve 
done it. By scientifically 
studying the human body 
and actually working out 
the theories with my very 
own body. Ihave perfected 
a method of physical de¬ 
velopment that has proven 
a real knockout blow to 
friend Satan, the old boy 
who plans all our misfor¬ 
tunes and physical short¬ 
comings. 

Thru my system. I have licked every competitor 
in sight. So many people wrote ana asked how they 
might use my methods—and so many did adopt 
them with such great success—that 1 am now devot¬ 
ing practically all my time to spreading my invalu¬ 
able lessons in muscle and body building to all the 
people I can possibly reach by letters. 

If you want the very last word in physical cul¬ 
ture. if you do not believe in old fogey ideas, if you 
wish to adopt the best methods of this day. of 1925, 
if you want to gain the love and respect of women, 
if you want to make good in your job and reach the 
lop in whatever you hold nearest your heart, then 
there is only one way. my friend, and that is Hit 
Back—Hit Back like— 

Yours with a punch, /-w 

Undefeated Lightweight 
/ wyw Champion of the World 
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Thousands of good positions 
at good salaries 


T HE building trades 
are still booming. 
Trained men are in de¬ 
mand at good salaries. 
Government experts 
estimate that 
billions of . _* 
dollars will 
be spent for. 
construction 
this year. 



Today the most vital need of this great 
building program is men —trained men — 
men who can step right in and do the skilled 
work that building construction requires. 

There is a simple, easy, practical way 
by which you can prepare for a better posi¬ 
tion, at a bigger salary. You can do it 
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where you live, through the International 
Correspondence Schools. 
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rolled in I. C. S. Building Trades Courses 
showed that 1921 had become Architects; 246 
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Draftsmen; 2827 had become Draftsmen; 1845 
had become Contractors; 211 had 
become Assistant Foremen; 4030 
had become Foremen; 2354 had 
become Superintendents. 

You, too, can have the position 

C l want in the work you like 
t; an income that will give 
you and your family the home, 
the comforts, the luxuries you 
would like them to have. 

Mail the Coupon for 
Free Booklet 
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the circumstances connected with the case. 
I discussed with Paulitz and Epstein the 
matter of having him arrested. They ad¬ 
mitted that it was the thing to do. I 
concluded to give him one more chance 
to make restitution before I turned him 
over to the police. 

“Anderson," I said to him, “everybody 
—your employers here, Mr. Paulitz and 
Mr. Epstein and myself—believe you’re 
guilty, and we intend to prefer charges 
against you unless you make restitution.” 

He was defiant. “Go as far as you 
like about that,” he said. 

“I'll give you until to-morrow morning 
at ten o'clock to think it over, and if 
you haven’t returned the stolen money by 
that time. I’m going to have you arrested.” 

He left the office with a smile on his 
face. As he passed out of the room he 
said: 

“I've told you a dozen times that I’m 
absolutely innocent of this crime.” 


Then he left. 

I had two detectives shadowing him, and 
I really intended to call in the police the 
next morning if he didn’t come across 
with the money. 

About eleven o'clock that night the two 
detectives phoned me that they had trailed 
him to the blonde’s apartment over on 
the West Side. They had watched while 
Anderson and the woman had packed for 
a journey. Outside the building my men 
lost him, and they hadn’t been able to 
locate him again. An investigation re¬ 
vealed the fact that Anderson had left his 
rooms, and that the blonde had disappeared 
also, had in all probability gone with him 
to the Lord only knows where. 

In next month’s issue, out August 
Fifteenth, you will find a startling, 
totally unexpected solution to the crime 
problem that had Jack Milburn at his 
wits’ end. 

Who do you think stole the money? 


The Secret of the Flames 

(Continued from page 16) 


is thoroughly familiar with her case.” 

“Then there is no doubt in your own 
mind, Colonel Lowell, that your wife took 
her own life?” 

“None at all. And the fault, if any— 
Gold help me!—is my own. I neglected 
her too long.” 

T HE door opened and Chief Durkin 
entered with a small, officious-looking 
person, whose air of importance seemed 
about at the bursting point with suppressed 
excitement As he greeted Colonel Lowell 
I caught the name “Thaddeus.” The 
Chief’s expression was ominous. 

"Doc has been working on this thing,” 
he said to Colonel Lowell, “and he’s 
turned up something new. It’s bad news, 
Colonel; mighty bad.” 

Lowell’s face paled, and Doctor Thad¬ 
deus coughed, not knowing how to begin. 

“Doctor’s been over to Brent’s,” went 
on Chief Durkin. “The girl was in a bad 
way, Colonel; almost out of her head, he 
says. Her folks were frightened and 

sent for him. The girl told him some¬ 
thing that makes it mighty bad for 

Johnny.” 

“You can believe me. Colonel, this goes 
against the grain,” said Doctor Thaddeus. 
“I’ve been your family physician for 

years. You realize, if it weren’t for my 

official position-” 

Lowell nodded for him to go on. 

“The girl was in bed when I got there, 
on the verge of a nervous collapse. I 
wouldn’t have thought of questioning her 
in that condition. I gave her a mild 
‘hypo’ and talked it over with Brent and 
his wife. They said that Helen had come 
in about three o’clock greatly excited. 
She had gone straight to her room with¬ 
out saying a word, and had stayed there 
until evening. 

“Then a neighbor brought word of Mrs. 
Lowell’s suicide. At first mention of the 
news, Helen gave a shriek and fainted. 
When she revived she would say nothing, 
but steadily seemed to get worse. Finally 
they sent for me. I thought I would talk 
to her and try to relieve her mind. She 


was tossing and moaning and seemed to 
be in actual pain. Finally she began to 
talk. 

“ *I’VE got to to tell some one. I can’t 

a stand it any longer 1’ she said. ‘It’s 
killing me, not knowing what to do.' I 
called Mrs. Brent, and the girl told her 
story. It seems that she had had an 
appointment with Johnny on the campus 
at two o’clock, where they generally met. 
She waited there for him half an hour. 
He didn’t show up. Surprised at this, she 
walked to the Lowell house. 

“She says that she had an idea she 
might talk things over with Mrs. Lowell, 
who had objected to her seeing Johnny. 
She rang the bell, but at first no one ap¬ 
peared. Then John came to the door. 
This was at two-thirty in the afternoon, 
mind you, when he says he was out wan¬ 
dering in the fields. 

“Helen Brent knew there was something 
wrong when she first set eyes on him. He 
told her she must go. ‘Something terrible 
has happened; we can never see each other 
again!’ he shouted at her. Helen thought 
it was something that Mrs. Lowell had 
said or done. 

“ ‘Let me talk to your mother,’ she 
begged him; but the boy became even 
more excited. ‘You can’t see her. She 
isn’t here!’ he cried. Worried and de¬ 
pressed, the girl returned home, wonder¬ 
ing what it all meant. Then when the 
news came about finding Mrs Lowell’s 
body, she was terrified. His words came 
back to her, and his excitement. 

“For hours she kept this bottled up to 
herself. She tried hard not to tell, for 
she feared it would harm him. But her 
nerves gave way at last; she couldn’t 
sleep; she couldn’t lie quiet. If she had 
not spoken to some one she would have 
gone out of her mind. She was easier 
when she had told the story. She wept 
a little, and before I left she was asleep.” 

D OCTOR THADDEUS paused, and 
there was a long silence. Lowell 
mopped his forehead; he was beyond words. 
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True Detective Mysteries 

The Doctor fidgeted uncomfortably In his 
chair. I myself felt the crushing weight 
of this story as it affected Johnny Lowell. 
Finally Chief Durkin spoke. 

“It makes it pretty tough for the lad, 
Colonel, coming on top of all the rest. 
You can see that for yourself. The best 
thing, to my mind, would he for the boy 
to plead insanity-” 

There was a dramatic interruption as 
Colonel Lowell rose. 

“You’re a fool, Durkin! And you, too, 
Thaddcus!” he exclaimed in a hard, 
bitter tone “I’m going to get to the bot¬ 
tom of this. I’ll find out what my boy is 
hiding. You go on with your inquest and 
your grand jury. He’ll tell the truth to 
me when he’s ready. I’m sure of that. 
Good night!” 

He strode out of the room. The others 
regarded him pityingly, and one could see 
that the sympathy of these old friends was 
deeply stirred. But the story they had 
just listened to seemed to provide the last 
link in the chain that fastened the crime 
on Johnny Lowell. It would be a formid¬ 
able chain to break. 

Yet deep in my heart I felt that all 
was not yet clear. The case against the 
boy so far was purely circumstantial. And 
was there not his story still to be heard? 
“I’ll find out what my boy is hiding,” 
the Colonel had said. And as I wrote my 
story in Boylan’s crowded office that night, 

I came to the decision to follow that trail 
myself. 

If I had had the brains to recognize it, 
a puzzling problem and an astonishing 
dramatic solution lay in the facts of the 
case as I knew them up to this point. But 
much had to be done, hours of weary, 
painstaking investigation had to be spent, 
before I reached the story behind the 
Lowell case—the story that rocked the 
country when it “broke.” 

Could a boy of Johnny Lowell’s 
temperament have killed his own 
mother? If not he, then who? Was 
she a suicide? What is the Secret of 
the Flames? Next month’s issue will 
carry you further into the case. 


Out of Hell 

(Continued from page 53) 

They went into the boiler-room where 
the furnaces were roaring. 

“Take these two pokers,” and he handed 
them to the convict fireman, “and heat 
them until they sizzle; get ’em white, get 
’em white!” 

T HE fireman carried the two pokers 
over to one of the furnaces and opened 
the door and stuck them into the bed of 
blood-red coals and shut the door. 

“I’ll sec how crazy Mr. Dowd is,” he 
mumbled while he stood there and waited 
for the two pokers to reach the sizzling 
white heat. 

But before the pokers were ready he 
sent the guard to get Tommy and bring 
him over and put him in one of the cells 
in the bull pen which was right next to 
the boiler room. The guard did as he 
was commanded, returning in a few 
minutes with the information that Tommy 
was locked up in one of the cells. 
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Losing 39 lbs. 

In 6 Weeks Was Easy 

Had Mrs. Betty Clarkson been told that 
nless than 6 weeks she could lose 39 lbs., she 
would have smiled incredulously, and then 
pointed to her 162 pounds as a pretty good 
reason for her doubt. She had tried about every¬ 
thing. To stand just S ft. 2 in. and weigh 162 lbs. 
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first lesson was free. I figured I had nothing to lose. 
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Imagine my joy when the scales showed me 4 lbs. 
lighter the first week. At an incredibly low price 
1 got all the lessons, and in just 6 weeks I lost 39 lbs. 
to music, nothing else. Now I am slender, wear 
modish gowns, look and feel better than ever. and. 
Mr. Wallace. 1 owe it all to you. What I have 
done others can do. and the lessons aren't 'work.' 
they’re ‘just fun.’ ” 
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'Please send me free and postpaid, for a week's 
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Name. 

Address.. .. 

-Note: The publishers of this magazine assure you 
that this trial is free—nothing whatever to pay. 
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“How’s those pokers?” the Warden 
shouted at the fireman. “Hot yet?” 

The fireman opened the doors of the fur¬ 
nace and with the aid of a pair of tongs 
he pulled them out of the blazing fire. 
They were sizzling and spitting little balls 
of flame. 

“Bring ’em in here, Bob,” the Warden 
addressed the guard, as he led the way to 
the cell where Tommy was. He stopped 
in front of Tommy’s cell. 

“Got a present for you, Tommy,” and 
he shoved the two sizzling white pokers 
through the bar at him. “A present for 
you Tomniy!” and he laughed. 

Tommy muttered some silly remark and 
grabbed the pokers. 

The sickening odor of burning flesh 
swept over the bull pen. Tommy let out 
a maniacal laugh as the pokers burned his 
hands. He must have been suffering the 
tortures of the damned, nevertheless, he 
held on to them with a deathlike grip. If 
ever there was a man who acted the 
maniac to a finish, it was Frisco Tommy 
Dowd. 

The Warden shouted: 

“Open the door quick before they burn 
the hands off him!” 

H URRIEDLY the guard opened the 
door, but Tommy fought him off 
with the white-hot pokers, shouting at the 
same time: 

“Get away, get away! These are my 
fire-crackers. You gave ’em to me and 
now I’m going to keep ’em.” 

When the Warden and the guard finally 
closed in on him, the two pokers had 
burned clean into the bones of both hands 
and had frozen to the bones. Deep ridges 
were burned in the palms of both hands, 
and they were unable to get the pokers 
away from him until they led him to the 
boiler room and plunged both hands into 
a tank of water. Here was fiendish 
brutality; and here was courage and grit 
on the part of Tommy that was un¬ 
paralleled. How he ever stood up under 
such torture without breaking, is beyond 
me! 

“All you doctors are wrong, dead 
wrong,” said the Warden. “That man’s 
as crazy as helll” 

“Looks as if we made a mistake this 
time, Warden,” the prison physician 
acknowledged. 

“I’m afraid we have,” the doctor from 
the outside agreed. 

“Damn right, you’ve made a mistake! 
I knew that fellow wasn’t all there, the 
way he stood up under the water-cure.” 

After a week in the hospital, during 
which time they treated Tommy’s hands, 
they labeled him hopelessly insane, and 
shipped him out of the prison to the State 
Criminal Insane Asylum. 

He immediately began to raise the devil 
at the asylum. He had a hunch, as he 
told me later on, that they were watch¬ 
ing him and he didn’t want to slip up 
at the last minute. Three weeks after 
his arrival at the “nut factory,” he made 
his get-away. 

VTOW his get-away from the Insane 
X ^ Asylum was a clever piece of work. 
In a way it was far more clever than his 
stunt at the prison when he convinced 
everybody that he really was a nut. 


They had him in the violent ward at 
the asylum, where the inmates were closely 
guarded day and night. Tommy had a 
padded cell off in the corner of the ward 
by himself. He was fed three times a 
day by a big keeper named Jerry Ma¬ 
loney, who was the “knock ’em down and 
drag ’em out guy” of the institution. 
Maloney had a system all his own for 
dealing with the nuts. He believed that 
the best method of handling them was, 
first of all, to make them afraid of him. 
Of course, he was starting out with the 
promise that they all were really crazy. 
It had never occurred to him that Tommy 
was anything other than a first-class 
maniac, and so he began to give Tommy 
“the works” on the occasion of his arrival 
at the institution. 

The officials of the asylum would stand 
for murder and it was a perfectly easy 
matter for the keepers, fellows like Jerry 
Maloney, to justify murder or anything 
else that they might be guilty of. In 
those days insane asylums weren’t con¬ 
ducted as they are to-day. Twenty years 
ago the keepers carried guns and black¬ 
jacks, and what’s more, they used them. 

Jerry Maloney proceeded to use his 
blackjack on Tommy the first night that 
he spent in the violent ward, and Tommy 
immediately proceeded to create the im¬ 
pression with Jerry that the blackjacking 
had curbed the maniacal tendencies within 
him. After the first blackjacking, Tommy 
was as meek as a lamb, and Jerry Ma¬ 
loney was delighted. 

T OMMY went back to the acting game 
after that. Every time that Jerry 
came into his cell he crouched down in the 
corner as though Jerry were a man-eater. 
In time the keeper got the idea th<t 
Tommy was really afraid of him. This 
idea made him careless—and it was fo* 
the purpose of making him careless that 
Tommy had acted the whipped dog. 

When Jerry went into Tommy’s cell to 
feed him now, he was not as cautious as 
he had been a week or two prior. He no 
longer backed carefully out of the cell. 
Instead, he turned his back on Tommy 
when he left the cell. 

One night about seven o’clock, after 
dinner had been served to all the nuts, 
Tommy rattled a tin cup on his door. 
Jerry came running up. 

"What do y’ want?” he asked Tommy. 
“Water,” Tommy replied. 

He opened the door and took Tommy’s 
cup. Tommy thanked him for the water. 
The next night at dinner-time when Jerry 
brought Tommy his rations, Tommy en¬ 
gaged him in conversation. He told Jerry 
a funny story. Jerry laughed, and quick 
as a flash Tommy grabbed the gun in the 
keeper’s hip pocket. In the tussle, he 
managed to get it, and then he backed 
the keeper up against the rear of the cell. 

“One move or a word out of you, and 
out go your lights!” Tommy threatened. 

Then he made the keeper strip. Tommy 
put on Jerry’s uniform, and then he tore 
up the sheets on his bed and bound and 
gagged the big keeper. Maloney, inci¬ 
dentally, was just about Tommy’s size, 
so the uniform fitted the Frisco gangster 
almost as well as if it had been made for 
him. 
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Wrinkles and Facial 
Blemishes Removed 

Dr. Bailey, of Denver, the world’s most widely 
known dermatologist, plastic surgeon and beauty 
specialist, has so perfected his methods that crows- 
feet, wrinkles, frown and mouth lines, moles and 
freckles can now be removed in the privacy of your 
own home. His methods, in form for Home Appli¬ 
cation, are used successfully all over the world. No 
exercises, cutting, electricity, massaging, astrin¬ 
gents, lotions or messy clays—the things that are 
expensive and fail in the work. Dr. Bailey’s 
methods are different—they positively do just 
what he recommends them to do. By his methods 
one can remove from S to 40 years from the age- 
appearance of the face. Wrinkles and lines 
STAY REMOVED until age or sickness may 
bring them back. 

Ever}' woman and man who would like to possess 
a more perfect face should send for Dr. Bailey’s new 
booklet. “The Social and Dollar Value of Your 
Face.’’ It is FREE, postpaid, for the asking. It 
will show you photographic proof of 40 years’age re¬ 
duction in facial appearance. Write for this book¬ 
let. which is full ot details, today, addressing the 
Gordon Dermal Laboratory, 512A Exchange Bldg., 
Denver. Colo. 
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W ITH the keys that he had taken from 
the keeper he opened the door which 
led into the keepers’ sleeping quarters. 
But before he could go any further he 
had to stick up the keeper on the gate 
which led from the sleeping quarters out 
into the yard. 

Here was where he displayed real 
nerve and exercised unusual judgment. 
He marched right up to the gate and 
knocked on it with the bunch of keys 
that he had taken from Maloney. The 
man on the other side of the gate, so he 
thought at that time, eyed him suspiciously. 
"To the office?” the gate tender asked. 
“Sure,” Tommy nodded his head, and 
entered the yard, on the other side of 
which was the Superintendent’s office. 

At the far end of the yard there was 
a big gate through which trucks and teams 
entered, which was guarded night and day. 
Now there had been many attempts to get 
through that gate by the inmates. Tommy 
was not the first man who had tried to 
make his get-away from the asylum, and 
so he approached that gate with no little 
amount of trepidation. Just a year before 
“Denver Whitey” had pulled the stunt that 
Tommy was pulling. He, too, had stuck 
up a keeper and stripped him and donned 
the uniform, but when he got to that gate 
Tommy was headed for, he made a slip 
and the man at the gate killed him. 

Fortunately for Tommy, it was an ex¬ 
tremely cold night and the guard was 
putting wood in his stove when Tommy 
stepped in on him and commanded him 
to put his hands in the air. The guard 
went to his hip pocket for his gun. 
Tommy closed in on him. They wrestled 
all over the floor, and Tommy was com¬ 
pelled to knock him out with a blow over 
the head with the end of his gun. He 
then “frisked” him for the keys and 
opened the gate—and went on his way to 
liberty. 

T HE escape was not discovered until 
an hour later. Then they burned up 
the telephone wires of the county trying 
to get a line on the fellow that had fooled 
all of them. 

Tommy was not heard of again for 
three years. Then they located him in 
the Virginia Penitentiary at Richmond, 
where he was serving a ten-year term for 
a safe robbery at Farmington, Virginia. 

Tommy was not at the Virginia prison 
over six months before he got away. 
Several years later he was arrested in 
Birmingham, Alabama, for killing an 
officer who came into a* store while he 
was getting ready to blow the safe. When 
the officer commanded him to throw up 
his hands, Tommy blazed away at him, 
killing him instantly. 

For this crime he went to the gallows. 
Somebody had miscalculated the drop 
through the trap necessary to break the 
neck, and instead of passing out when 
they sprung the trap, Tommy’s feet 
struck the ground and he strangled to 
death. Death was not instantaneous. 
They tell me that he gasped and gulped 
and moaned in agony for five minutes be¬ 
fore the doctors pronounced him dead. 
Here was a terrible ending to a life 
that had been miserably spent. And here 
was a fellow that was qualified for better 
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things and might have done the better 
things if he hadn’t had that kink in his 
brain. He lived a hell of a life and he 
died a hell of a death! Here is a sermon 
on the futility of trying to live by one’s 


wits. Frisco Tommy Dowd is an example 
for every young man who deserts the 
high spots of human existence for the 
trails of the crime world 1 One gets out 
of life what one puts into itl 


Revelations of a Bootlegger 

(Continued from page 57) 


time we did well, but after a while the 
police and Government agents became so 
hungry and greedy that our profits 
dwindled to almost nothing. * 

I SAW at once that there was nothing 
to this business of giving most of the 
earnings to dishonest officials and so 
Jerry and I concluded to go in for bigger 
game, a game that called for nerve and 
brains. 

Every boat that came into Rum Row 
from the European ports carried from 
ten thousand to thirty thousand cases of 
whisky and wines and cordials, and vari¬ 
ous other intoxicating liquors. A boat 
with ten thousand cases represented ap¬ 
proximately two hundred thousand, while 
a load of thirty thousand cases repre¬ 
sented an outlay of six hundred thousand 
dollars. 

I never had any idea what these boats 
carried until I got to looking into the 
matter. I never knew what their cargo 
represented in dollars and cents. I was in 
the employ of one of the biggest bootleggers 
in New York City at that time. He had 
made enough money to put a fleet of two 
hundred and fifty taxicabs on the streets 
of New York City. He was more than 
a bootlegger, he was a financier. Before 
prohibition came along and closed up all 
the saloons, this fellow was a bartender. 
Since then he had cleaned up over three 
million dollars. 

I was in his office one night when he 
was talking to the captain of a rum- 
running ship. This ship, incidentally, 
carried booze between the Bahamas and 
New York City. I was there in the 
office when the captain entered. The 
bootlegger was sitting at his desk count¬ 
ing a huge pile of money. His partner 
was beside him making notes of the 
amounts, as the boss counted off the 
money. 

“ r T , EN thousand,” the boss would ex- 
a claim, and then, “twenty thousand, 
thirty thousand, fifty thousand. . . .” 

I wasn’t very much interested until he 
began to get into the hundred thousands. 
When I heard him say: 

“Four hundred thousand, five hundred 
thousand, six hundred thousand,” I was 
all ears. They were staggering sums of 
money to me. I had never in all my 
life seen so much dough. I got positively 
dizzy looking at the piles of greenbacks 
on the desk. 

Then he bundled it all up and put it 
into a big suitcase. 

“Good trip this time, Captain,” and the 
boss handed the money to the old sea-dog. 

“Yes, not so bad,” and the captain 
grinned. “If these revenue agents just 
lay off me for a few months, I’ll make 
a few more profitable trips. I like pro¬ 


hibition, but I’ll be damned if I like those 
hungry agents.” 

“Well, I hope you get in all right on 
the next trip, Captain, for I want to get 
that load of champagne, more than any¬ 
thing in the world!” 

“Guess I’ll get through ’em all right.” 

“There’s always a chance of getting 
nailed,” the boss said. 

“Yes, always that chance, but I’ve been 
a gambler all my life.” 

They discussed their plans for the dis¬ 
position of the next load, and then the 
captain, accompanied by two of his crew, 
left the bootlegger’s office. 

Then the criminal in me started to work. 
Visions of hundreds of thousands of 
dollars, and visions of how to get them, 
possessed me. Here was a new kind of 
criminality, something new and unique, 
daring and spectacular. I would become 
a pirate! Instead of being a hold-up man 
of the highways, I would be a hold-up 
man of the deep—a plunderer of the boats 
of the rum-runners off the coast. 

I IMMEDIATELY got in touch with 
* Jerry. I was bubbling over with en¬ 
thusiasm, palpitant with greed, thrilled 
from the top of my twisted brain to the 
bottoms of my feet with the idea of 
acquiring a fortune. 

“Jerry,” I said, “I’ve got the greatest 
idea in the world for a bank-roll, the 
biggest you or I ever saw. Boy, we’re 
going to be rich, and we’re going to cut 
out bootlegging and live like kings after 
we have pulled this one job off. I-” 

"Say,” Jerry eyed me speculatively, 
“have you been sniffing the junk again?” 

“No, I haven’t been sniffing junk again. 
I’m in my sober, undrugged senses. I’ve 
got the greatest idea in the world.” 

“Well, let’s have it, let’s have it,” urged 
Jerry. 

Then I outlined my idea of holding up 
the boats that came into the country 
loaded with booze. I told him what I 
had heard and seen in the office of the 
big bootlegger. When I had finished he 
was speechless with astonishment. 

“Good idea, old pal?” I asked. 

He grunted. 

“Like it?” 

“Wonderful!” 

“And dead easy,” I went on. 

“Eddie,” he said finally, “if we can go 
through with this racket we’ll be million¬ 
aires, millionaires!” 

And so I went to it. The crook mind 
pointed out to me that failure was im¬ 
possible, success inevitable. 

Nearly all the boats that came into Rum 
Row carried crews of from five to ten 
men. This meant that we had at least 
five men to stick up, regardless of what 
boat we attacked. Jerry and I went out 
to Rum Row the very next night after 
I had overheard that conversation in the 
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bootlegger’s office. I decided to select a 
big boat, cultivate the captain, and then 
obtain his confidence, so that I would 
know to a day when he would arrive with 
his next load and what that load would 
be. 

I MET Captain Howard of the Lizzie D, 
a tramp steamer that ran between Liver¬ 
pool and New York with whisky. Good 
fortune intervened just about the time I 
met the captain. He had had some trouble 
with his crew. He was looking for two 
men to make the return trip. 

“All tljese seamen have turned boot¬ 
leggers’.” lie complained, “and they are 
all making so much money that it’s hard 
for me to keep a crew over one trip.” 

Right away a bright idea came to me. 

I decided to get him two men, two 
gangsters whom I had counted on taking 
into the big stick-up with me. If I could 
persuade these two fellows to sign up as 
seamen, I would have laid the founda¬ 
tion for the success of the robbery. 

“I think I can get you two good men, 
Captain,” I told him. “They may not be 
seamen, but they are big able-bodied fel¬ 
lows who might be of some assistance to 
you.” 

“They don’t have to be seamen. If 
you can get me two men to make the 
trip, I’ll make you a present of a dozen 
of the best cases of whisky that ever came 
out of England.” 

“I’ll get you the men,” I said, “and 
I’ll have them here to-morrow night be¬ 
fore you sail.” 

I was a busy fellow that night. I got 
two of the most desperate gangsters that 
ever walked the streets of New York 
City to make the trip to Liverpool with 
the Lizzie D. I outlined the scheme to 
them in detail. 

“The job will be worth at least five 
hundred thousand,” I told them. “One 
hundred and twenty-five thousand for each 
of us.” 

T HE two gangsters, Steve Dugan and 
Jimmy Toole, were speechless with 
astonishment. That was more money than 
they had ever heard of. 

“A hundred and twenty-five gran’ 
apiece?” Jimmy asked. 

“Every cent of it,” I assured him. 
Jimmy got up and paced the floor ner¬ 
vously. 

“A hundred and twenty-five gran’.” 

“I’d croak every soldier in the army 
for that much coin,” Steve cut in. 

“And so would II” Jimmy declared. 
“Well, what do y’ say, Jimmy, will we 
make this trip to the other side?” Steve 
asked his pal. 

“Hell, yes!” Jimmy agreed. “When do 
we sail?” 

“To-morrow night,” I told him. 

The following morning I took them to 
the boat and introduced them to Captain 
Howard. The captain was tickled to death 
to get the two gangsters. 

“Strong, healthy-looking boys 1” He 
eyed them from head to feet. “Ever sail 
before?” 

“On nothing but a subway rattler,” and 
‘ Jimmy laughed. 

“Well, that doesn’t make any difference. 
If you get used to sailing you’ll never go 
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back to the subway. It’s a great life, 
boys, and I hope you like it.” 

And so away to Europe the two gang¬ 
sters went that night, dreaming, no doubt, 
as Jerry and I were dreaming, of all the 
dough they would get when the big hold¬ 
up was staged. 

I was so certain that this thing was 
going to be a success that I went again 
to see Grace, the girl to whom I had been 
engaged. I told her that I was all through 
with rum-running and that I was going 
to work and straighten myself up. She 
consented to a renewal of our relationship, 
provided I did that thing, and so I obtained 
a job as a mechanic in the garage which 
I had formerly owned. 

I HAD two very good reasons for going 
to work. First of all, I knew that by 
going to work I would throw the detec¬ 
tives off my trail. If anything happened 
they would probably pass me up, in view 
of the fact that I was employed. I in¬ 
tended to keep on worKing because I knew 
that when we pulled the robbery, the de¬ 
tectives would not direct any suspicion 
toward me if they knew that I had quit 
bootlegging. Then, too, I really was in 
love with Grace and I realized that the 
only way in the world that I could con¬ 
vince her that I was sincere about reform¬ 
ing, was by getting a job. I had decided 
to hold the job until the memory of the 
robbery and the activities of the detec¬ 
tives had petered out a little, and then buy 
another garage, and a home for Grace, and 
then marry her. 

It was a wonderful picture that I har¬ 
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bored in my crime-ridden brain. Not once 
did I entertain the idea of failure. No, I 
thought I was entirely too clever to fail. 

“I’m organizing this affair so cleverly, 
and covering up my tracks and move¬ 
ments so carefully, that failure is out of 
the question,” I soliloquized. 

Every night Jerry and I sat and dis¬ 
cussed the job for hours. I took particu¬ 
lar pains to have the news circulated at 
Police Headquarters that I was living on 
the level, and that I had cut the under¬ 
world for all time. And all the “dicks” 
at Headquarters fell for my story. 

After three weeks there came a cable¬ 
gram from Steve and Jimmy stating that 
the Lissy D was sailing from Liverpool 
with thirty-five thousand cases of cham¬ 
pagne aboard and would arrive off Sandy 
Hook within fifteen days. 

O NCE again the picture of the life- 
to- • decorated my mind, an extraor¬ 
dinary animation possessed me. As 
the days rolled along I grew inordi¬ 
nately nervous. Day and night I turned 
the plans for the robbery over and over 
in my mind. I rehearsed every detail, 
trying to discover a flaw in them. But 
there weren’t any flaws that I could find. 
The job was going to be a great success! 

Will Eddie Kelly realize his dream 
of a home, regain his old business, 
marry the girl he loves? Everything 
depends upon the success of his plan 
for one last coup. In next month’s 
issue, on the stands July Fifteenth , you 
will read the outcome of his daring 
venture. 


The Man-Eater of Colorado 


(Continued front page 29) 


explain all this to me satisfactorily.” 

Packer sat silent and with pallid face 
listened to the words of the stern general. 
It was one thing to have to deal with un¬ 
important miners and hunters, and quite 
another to be held to account by a repre¬ 
sentative of the Government. Such must 
have been the thoughts in Packer’s mind, 
for he suddenly blurted out: 

“General, promise me that the boys will 
not be allowed to harm me and I will 
tell you the truth.” 

“You shall not be harmed,” answered 
General Adams quickly, and whatever our 
feelings in the matter might be, we knew 
he meant what he said. “You will feel 
better to tell the whole truth and clear 
up this mystery, if there is one.” 

T HEREUPON, Packer told the follow¬ 
ing story to General Adams. With the 
exception of myself and Preston Nutter, 
I fail to recall the names of the other 
witnesses, but Packer’s statement is on 
record in the archives of the State of 
Colorado: 

“When I and the five men whom I was 
guiding left Ouray’s Camp, which was our 
first stop after leaving Saguache, we 
carried what we supposed were sufficient 
p.ov : sions to last out the long hard trip 
here. But we were mistaken. The diffi¬ 
culty of traveling was enhanced by con¬ 
tinued bad weather which delayed us, and 
almost before we knew it the food was 


gone. We then had to depend upon the 
few rabbits we could kill with our rifles. 
But rabbits were hard to find, and we 
daily grew weaker for the want of food. 
We tried eating what roots we could 
dig up, and also the shriveled rosebuds 
dried up on the wild rose-bushes, but 
there was poor nourishment in them. 
Things went along like this until there 
came a queer look in the eyes of the men 
as they gazed fiercely and speculatively 
upon one another. 

“One day I went out to get dry wood 
for the fire. When I returned I found 
that old man Swan had been killed— 
knocked on the head—and the men were 
gathered around cutting steaks from the 
thighs, calves and elsewhere on his body. 
Swan’s money was divided among us. 

“In a few days we were again without 
food, and Miller, a butcher by trade and 
rather stout and fleshy, was chosen as the 
next victim. He was killed by a blow 
from a hatchet while he was stooping to 
put a piece of wood on the fire. The best 
of steaks were cut from his body and 
eaten. Eventually Humphreys and Noon 
followed in the same way, leaving only 
Wilson Bell and myself. 

“I AND Bell made a solemn compact, 

1 each pledging by the living God not 
to kill the other for food, but to live and 
travel as best we could, even though it 
meant starvation in the end. We each had 
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a rifle and thought we could manage to 
kill enough game to keep the two of us 
till we got out of the hills. When our steaks 
were all gone we went back to digging 
roots, and lived on these for several days. 
We had been making some progress each 
day. and finally reached a large lake 
skirted on one side by a big grove of 
hemlock 'trees. One day while camped in 
this grove, awaiting the abatement of a 
severe storm, Bell suddenly snatched his 
rifle, jumped to his feet, and shouted: 

“ ‘I can't stand this any longer. One 
of us must make food for the other right 
here and now.’ 

“His face had suddenly become livid 
with emotion, and he stared at me with 
the look of an insane man. I could readily 
see that argument was useless. He clubbed 
his rifle and struck at me. I parried the 
blow and the rifle was broken by striking 
one of the trees. Before he could regain 
his balance and resume his almost certain 
attack upon me, I shot him through the 
stomach, killing him. I was then all 
alone, all fear of death gone, except from 
starvation. Cutting steaks frbm the body, 

I ate as much as I could, packed away 
considerable about my person, and moved 
on, making what distance I could each 
day, until one morning, from a hilltop 
I saw these Agency buildings. I then 
threw away what was left of the sort of 
meat on which I had lived for sixty days 
and had become quite fond of, and came 
here.” 

A FTER listening to and writing down 
b this tale of horror as it fell from 
the narrator’s lips, General Adams ex¬ 
pressed great pity for Packer, saying 
that he had been a victim of circum¬ 
stances, cruel and hard. Others present, 
however, expressed disbelief, Preston 
Nutter being especially vehement in his 
doubts. 

“If all this be true, take us to the 
bodies and prove it,” he demanded. “Why 
didn't you tell us this when you first 
came in?” 

“Well,” replied Packer, “I felt badly. I 
was all excited.” 

“You will take us to the bodies now?” 
Again Packer agreed to guide a search¬ 
ing party, but this time with even more 
enthusiasm than was evidenced on the 
former occasion. General Adams feared 
that Packer might be made a victim of 
hatred and grief at the hands of the dead 
men’s comrades—regardless of his true 
standing in the case—so he accompanied 
our party. Once more we journeyed into 
the rough country toward the distant lake. 
Out in the hills, however. Packer again 
became confused, claimed he was lost, and 
once more refused to proceed farther. 

“You don’t want to find the way. 
Packer,” Preston Nutter accused. 

“Why should we find the bodies? It 
will do no good. The men are dead, and 
we are just wasting a lot of time.” 

At this answer from Packer, Nutter 
became almost insane with rage, and in 
the struggle that followed, General 
Adams ordered Packer put under arrest. 
The party returned to the Agency from 
where, in irons, Packer was taken to 
Saguache, the nearest point of civilization. 
Here the irons were removed, hobbles 
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and handcuffs substituted, and he was 
placed in what passed for a jail. 

I N the meantime, Preston Nutter and the 
rest of us continued the search for our 
missing comrades, and a most thorough 
search it was, too. A dam was cut and 
a large lake drained. The hills in .every 
direction from the point where Packer had 
guided the party in our two former 
expeditions, were searched. No bodies 
were found, but several things were 
brought to light which seriously weak¬ 
ened Packer’s starvation story. Game, 
notably mountain sheep, was found to be 
plentiful and easily shot. 

All through the month of May, 1874, 
we continued that search, but without 
success. 

The bodies were finally discovered the 
following June by a photographer, a Mr. 
Reynolds, an employee of Harper Broth¬ 
ers, while sketching along the shores of 
San Cristoval Lake. They were in a 
grove of hemlocks, the spot described by 
Packer as the place where Bell had met 
his death. , Four of the bodies were lying 
in a row. The fifth. Miller's, was some 
distance away, the head severed. Bullet 
holes were found in the heads of Swan, 
Humphreys, Bell, and Noon. Before de¬ 
capitation, Miller had been clubbed to 
death with a rifle, which was found near 
by, the stock broken in two. 

Following the news of the discovery of 
the bodies, there was a general rush of 
curiosity seekers and friends of the mur¬ 
dered men to the spot. I was one of the 
first to arrive. The four men in a row 
had undoubtedly been asleep when shot. 
Two were wrapped in blankets. The 
blankets had been removed from the other 
two. Valuable articles which the men 
were known to have possessed, had dis¬ 
appeared. 

A N inspection of the bodies showed us 
L that Packer had really been guilty of 
cannibalism. Miller had been consider¬ 
ably cut up. The bodies wrapped in the 
blankets had been left untouched. 

A hundred yards beyond where the 
bodies were discovered, and just outside 
the grove, we found a brush cabin. A 
beaten path led from its door to the 
bodies of the men. Within the cabin 
were blankets and other articles that had 


belonged to the murdered victims. There 
were also indications that the crime had 
been committed before the provisions of 
the party had been exhausted. To all 
appearances Packer had lived on both the 
remainder of the provisions and the flesh 
of his victims at the same time. 

We moved the bodies to Los Pinos, 
where an inquest was held. Packer was 
charged with the murders, and warrants 
to this effect were placed in the hands of 
the officers; but upon their arrival in 
Saguache they found that the prisoner 
had slipped his handcuffs and hobbles and 
escaped. I have never doubted that Packer 
was assisted in making his jail-break, but 
who the guilty parties were, we never 
learned. 

Packer remained at liberty until the fall 
of 1882, when he was recognized by a 
French peddler named Cazaubon from 
Cheyenne, Wyoming. The Cannibal, his 
identity unsuspected, was engaged in 
ranching and prospecting near Fort 
Fetterman when Cazaubon, who knew the 
man and the story of his crime, met up 
with him. Despite the fact that Packer 
was heavily armed, his capture was effected 
without a single shot being fired. 

He was put on a train and taken to 
Denver. 

F ROM Denver Packer was taken to 
Gunnison and placed in jail. On April 
6, 1887, he was indicted for the murder 
of Swan, and for the other four murders 
the next day, April 7th. His trial began 
three days later. Preston Nutter, my¬ 
self, and several others were prosecution 
witnesses, telling what little we knew. 

Packer pleaded not guilty, but on the 
13th of April he was found guilty and 
subsequently sentenced to hang May 19th. 
However, through the efforts of his at¬ 
torneys, Haines, Brown and Gullett, of 
Denver, a writ of error was secured and 
a new trial ordered. 

The case was tried three times, finally 
resulting in a verdict of manslaughter rnd 
a sentence of forty years, eight years on 
each count, at the Colorado State Peni¬ 
tentiary in Canon City. After serving 
fifteen years of his sentence, Pacxer was 
paroled. He bought himself a new ranch 
at Littleton, Colorado, where he lived 
until his death, April 24, 1907. He made 
no statement on his death-bed. 


“Stand and Deliver!” 

(Continued from page 45) 


wounded and driven into the jungle in a 
final terrific showdown with his arch¬ 
enemy, but afterwards returning nightly, 
instinctively awaiting the cherished chance 
of the feline killer, to pounce unawares 
upon the object of his smoldering hatred. 
In the end I might have beheld Jim 
Acors so hypnotized with fear as to 
snatch up a rifle and, mad with dread 
and goaded to frenzy by the unappeasable 
thing that had plunged his life into a 
limbo of torture and terror, dive cursing 
and accursed out of the station into the 
dungeon darkness of a figment-haunted 
night—never to return! 

Then finally, to my prodigious sup- 
prise, I might have witnessed—quite as 


I did—the return of the infallible Satur¬ 
day from the land of the mysterious 
Bohios—watched Sam Saturday come 
leading the shadowy husk of a man whom 
I presently saw was Steve Kirby, with 
whom—Oh God—I had galloped stirrup 
to stirrup in the Southwest Mounted! The 
reeling wreck that Bohio captivity had 
made of Kirby would have been closely 
heeled by an enormous black lion that was 
bullet-seamed and limped in one foreleg 
—Napoleon, who though acting only upon 
natural cat instinct, had nevertheless pro¬ 
duced the ghostly sounds which finally 
forced his enemy into the open, into the 
sinister equality of pitch darkness, and 
unspeakable horror. 
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And as a sort of benediction, my ears 
would have rung with the wizened guide’s 
familiar snort of laughter and his quaint 
plea: “If resurrecting you is to stand on 
the credit side of the ledger, Kirby, then 
please don’t fail to take it into account 
when you reckon up the ghastly blunder 
I made in shipping to your good family 
in the States the skeleton of the demented 
draughtsman who escaped from the 
Panama asylum!” At the tip-end of the 
drama I might have visualized myself 
once again, this time venturing advice: 
“By the way, Steve, the next time you 
cut your finger on the trail of a sure 
killer I wish you’d be good enough to 
leave a note of explanation 1" 

These events flitted across my mind in 
kaleidoscopic succession, some true, some 
imagined; it was not until days later that 
I learned a fever had taken hold of me 
that fatal afternoon. I saw a crystal-ball 
in my delirium clearly enough—dhd I saw 
the major portion of events with uncanny 
adherence to fact. 

A GAIN I felt Juan Urgo in the trail 
> behind me. Like a flash I spun 
round, only to find the trodden swath 
empty. Only, could I trace a slight agita¬ 
tion in the head-high cogon grass flank¬ 
ing the footway. 

Guadaloupe’s smile expanded hideously. 
He was no longer uninterested in his sur¬ 
roundings, but his glances to right and 
left, though expectant, were still covert. 
Once I thought lie was about to bolt and 
so invite the bullets that would spare him 
the ignominy of the rope, but he was 
only shamming. The men of the Federal 
called the negro a “bad actor,” but I found 
him a finished one as well. 

I was watching my hostile surroundings 
like a cat watching a dozen rat-holes. 
Faint, barely distinguishable sounds began 
seeping out of the green complex of mys¬ 
tery that hid the menace. These sounds 
came from no particular quarter. They 
were all about me. I likened them to the 
creepy jungle-whisperings heard when a 
colony of gullet-tearing apes are about to 
fall upon a moving enemy. The very air 
seemed charged with impending tragedy. 
I could see that my companion was no 
less impressed than I was. Twice had I 
seen the lightning jump of his gun-hand 
when something set the tall grass aquiver 
close in front of him. Crandall was not 
unaware that the rescue of the negro 
meant the killing of his captors before¬ 
hand. 

It came with a great, roundabout crash. 
I heard a sudden, rolling tumult bespeak¬ 
ing concerted movement. But still I saw 
no sign of a human presence. The sound 
grew. If a high wind ever swept the 
under jungle, I fancy it might make some 
such strange commotion. Then as with 
the snapping of a fiddle-string our taut 
nerves slackened, for we were abruptly 
in the vortex of action. 

A LITHE, low figure leaped with the 
** agility of a panther as though from 
nowhere into plain view. For one pulse- 
throb he was visible, but that was enough. 
His flying course was straight across the 
trail, between Crandall and Guadaloupe. 
My automatic detonated, the echo rang 
and resounded, and the swift-moving 
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figure shivered convulsively in mid-air and 
collapsed behind the green shutter of the 
cogon grass. There was one Bohio less, but 
the object of his wild leap was at once 
apparent. He had deftly dropped an 
automatic into the cuffed hands of the 
black killer! 

Poor Crandall! He went down on his 
face in the footway. The powder burned 
his light-wool shirt. It was awful to pass 
over like that, without a scrap of chance. 
Two of Guadaloupc’s bullets penetrated 
his victim’s back. 

My first shot ripped the terror’s scalp 
as he pivoted with the lightning of a 
Dervish, his long blue quick-firer raised 
in his ironed hands. The air commenced 
to sing with missiles—bullets, arrows, 
stones. Something that grazed my own 
neck like a searing brand must have 
struck my opponent more vitally, for 
flush with the signal for our duel Guada¬ 
loupe staggered, lurched sidewise; and so 
it came about that one or more of my 
bullets found the negro’s left elbow, caus¬ 
ing his hand to relax. But the automatic 
barked back viciously, and my left shoulder 
responded with a jolting pang that 
wrenched me half around. Now we were 
half-bent, keenly watchful, springing side- 
wise like maneuvering catamounts in the 
hope of frustrating each other, and as we 
fought and fired we fell apart, as though 
by mutual consent. The desperate dogged¬ 
ness of it all! . . . 

A T last my black adversary was no 
longer before me. For that I was 
vaguely grateful. Then I gradually came 
to know’ why the hulking figure of the 
gun-man no longer appeared before my 
dancing eyes. I was on my back on the 
cogon grass, and its plumed heads, seem¬ 
ing to rake the cobalt sky, unpleasantly 
reminded me of a hearse. I sat up, lis¬ 
tened. A few pistol-shots came to my 
ears, each report sounding fainter, farther 
away. Here beside me was the dull-cut 
gash of the trail—and Crandall, lying as 
he had fallen. 

I tried to rise, but thought better of it. 
I was dripping blood! Shoulder, neck, 
hand, cheek, leg—Guadaloupe had surely 
worked fast. Then I caught sight of 
Crandall's murderer, lying propped on an 
elbow in the footway, fifteen feet ahead. 
In one of his cuffed hands he still gripped 
an automatic. Too, he interpreted my 
glance. "Damn! It’s empty,” he shouted, 
in a ghostly voice. “Guess I’m through,” 
he added. His features were set and 
smileless now. 

Came the sound of many voices. 

Of a sudden the Chief and some police¬ 
men, appearing as by magic, swung me up 
to my feet and cut away my clothing. I 
saw that more men of the Federal were 
likewise taking stock of Guadaloupc’s in¬ 
juries. I hoped I hadn't cheated the hang¬ 
man. One of the Chief’s arms was ban¬ 
daged, but he ignored it as he feverishly 
talked and worked. 

“Lewis, old fellow,” he was saying pa¬ 
ternally, “I’m rotten sorry we couldn’t 
have got here ten minutes sooner. De¬ 
layed by a brush with a band of Bohios 
a mile back. Thought we’d cleaned ’em 
up once for all, but when we finally came 
up with you here—man alive!—a veritable 
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swarm of the square faced devils was 
closing in on you. We must have picked 
off more than a score of them before they 
broke and fled to cover!” 

H IS examination of my wounds ended, 
the Chief suddenly gripped my in¬ 
jured hand. “I’ve got to congratulate 
you,” he said in a low, fervent tone, “for 
two reasons. First, for this man’s-size 
piece of work, and second, because you 
haven’t a single wound that won't be well 
in a month. And say—trust me to see 
that this doesn’t go unrewarded!” 

He left me for a moment to inspect 


C.uadaloupc. When he came back he was 
laughing quietly to himself. “Great 
Lord!" he murmured almost prayerfully. 
*Great Lord!” 

Marksmanship was everything in the 
Federal. Had I disgraced myself in the 
gun-go with the terror? “Who gets him, 
Chief,” I inquired anxiously, “the rope- 
warden or the undertaker?” 

“This is what I call freak shooting,” 
responded the Chief with a musing smile. 
“Guadaloupe will recover sufficiently to 
be hanged, all right, but I'm afraid you’ve 
filled him so confounded full of lead that 
he’ll break the ropel” 


Lured to Blackmail 

(Continued from page 25) 


blackmailing picture in my pocket. From 
the moment I first glimpsed it a subtle 
something had warned me against accept¬ 
ing it at its face value. I had tried to 
find a flaw, but my eyes had detected none. 
Still, though I was unable to pin down my 
suspicion, I could not put aside the thought 
that, for once, perhaps the camera had 
lied. 

D etermined to test mv hunch with¬ 
out delay, I locked myself in my 
laboratory and placed the photograph be¬ 
neath a most powerful microscope. One 
look and I knew there had been no doctor¬ 
ing of the figures. They were genuine, 
all right. But the enlarged background 
showed clearly the brush-marks of an 
artist, and the palms were obviously man¬ 
made. 

The facts uncovered meant the picture 
had been posed, and Ann Gordon had been 
a willing principal. For an instant there 
came a flash that she might be a party 
to the blackmailing scheme. But I ban¬ 
ished it quickly. She could have obtained 
any money she desired from her husband 
for the asking. And her almost complete 
collapse when, as I believed, she had 
learned of the blackmailer’s scheme, indi¬ 
cated she had been driven almost frantic 
by fear of exposure of something even 
more serious than the incriminating photo¬ 
graph. 

Putting what I had uncovered with the 
knowledge that she once had expressed a 
desire to become a motion-picture actress, 
and that the pose of the pair was highly 
theatrical, I hazarded a guess that the photo¬ 
graph had been taken in a motion-picture 
studio. My first thought was of Florida, but 
I put it aside. Had such a picture been 
taken there, a genuine background of 
ocean and palms unquestionably would 
have been used. And she had not been 
away sufficiently long for a stay at Holly¬ 
wood. How about the studios nearer— 
Long Island and New Jersey? 

T HE latter appealed to me as the better 
gamble. The Jersey studios were 
farther from her home and in territory 
where she probably was unknown. My 
guess proved a winner. With a letter of 
introduction I reached the director-in-chief 
of the leading outfit along the west bank 
of the Hudson the day following. He 
promised to keep my queries a secret. 
Then I showed him the picture and asked 


if it had been taken within the enclosure 
over which he had supervision. 

He looked at it closely, but only for 
an instant. “No. That's not ours. That 
was probably posed in some small por¬ 
trait gallery in the city. But I can tell 
you something which probably will be of 
more interest. I know these two slightly 
—couple of movie bugs. The kid called 
himself Harold Arlington. Been hanging 
around here a year, but never got above 
extra bits. Estelle Diamond was the 
flossy monniker the woman used. Pretty 
enough, but a total loss as an actress and 
too old for us to try to whip her into 
shape. 

“She had a suite of rooms in the 
Village and sported a maid. Tried to tell 
us she belonged around New York, but 
it’s a cinch she came from somewhere 
between the Missouri River and the 
Rockies. We put her down for the wife 
of some wealthy, Western lumber king 
or mine owner. Probably anxious to break 
into the screen game to give the folks 
back in the tall grass a thrill. The woman 
was around here for a month or so until 
about ten days ago. And I haven’t seen 
the kid since she left. They always were 
together on the lot. Maybe she's taken 
him for a trip.” 

T HE only additional information I ob¬ 
tained about the studios was that Ann 
and the youth known as Arlington rode 
together in her machine nightly and ap¬ 
peared to be greatly attached to each 
other. The amazing thing was that none 
had recognized her as Mrs Roscoe Gor¬ 
don, though her picture had appeared in 
the public prints many times. Possibly 
the published portraits had flattered Ann. 
But, more likely, even had a similarity 
been detected, none would have associated 
the untalented movie extra with the wife 
of one of Wall Street’s rulers. 

However, the visit had established perti¬ 
nent facts. She hadn’t been to Florida. 
The letters Ros had received must have 
been mailed by some friend in Miami to 
whom she had sent them. And her maid 
was in her confidence. The latter cir¬ 
cumstance I noted mentally as worthy of 
special investigation later. The remainder 
I had to guess, particularly her relations 
with the youth. But I was confident that 
I was headed directly toward a solution 
of the blackmailing scheme—and the loca¬ 
tion of the negatives. 
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I determined to see Ann without delay 
and compel her tc tell the truth concern¬ 
ing her part in the case. Her conduct 
had banished any feeling I had retained 
for her. I might never betray her to 
Ros; probably wouldn't. But, even if I 
had to resort to third-degree methods, I 
would force her to aid me in preventing 
him from either being bled for money or 
being made a country-wide laughing¬ 
stock. 

Hastening first to the Chronicle office, 
I directed the insertion of the advertise¬ 
ment of which I had told Ros before he 
left town. Then I arranged with the 
manager of the department—Kenyon, an 
old friend—to have a watch kept for any¬ 
one placing another advertisement in that 
newspaper and using the letters A. B. or 
R. G. Should such a person appear, his 
or her description was to be telephoned 
to me at once, together with the exact 
wording of the ad. 

T HE remainder of the day and evening 
I spent rushing about in search of 
Ann, but failed to locate her at any of 
her favorite haunts. However, before 
turning in, I made sure that my “delay” 
advertisement, addressed to A. B. had 
appeared in the late editions of the 
Chronicle. 

Early the next morning, before Ann 
possibly could have left her home for 
the day, I was there and sent her my 
card. She received me, after a slight 
delay, in her boudoir. 

The maid hovered near pretending to 
be extremely busy rearranging some books 
upon a table. I took one quick look at 
her face. Her eyes were agate-hard. Her 
mouth was viciously determined. But, 
withal, her face, framed by a mass of 
red hair, bespoke an intelligence above 
that of her mistress. Yes, clearly, the 
maid would bear watching. 

Greetings with Ann exchanged, I stated 
that I bore a personal message from Ros. 
She nodded. 

“You may go now, Jennie,” she said. “I 
will ring if I need you.” 

Once alone, I drew her to a recessed 
window, beyond ear-shot of anyone who 
might be listening at the closed doors. 
I had come to get the truth if possible. 
1 knew her too well to temporize, to try 
to trip her. If I obtained anything it 
must be by direct, forceful methods. So, 
without preliminaries, I told her that Ros 
had informed me of an attempt to black¬ 
mail him, and had placed the case entirely 
in my hands. Then, with brutal sudden¬ 
ness, I thrust the telltale picture before 
her. 

| 70 R a full moment she looked at it, 
* fascinated, hypnotized. Then, with a 
smothered scream, she attempted to snatch 
it—but failed. I replaced it in my pocket. 

“Now, Ann, listen carefully, and grasp 
every word. I'm going to talk to you 
straight from the shoulder. Ros Gordon 
is one of the squarest men I ever knew 
—far too good for you. But he loves you 
deeply. You have been unfair to him 
almost from the day of your marriage. 
This photograph, if published, will make 
him the laughing-stock of America, un¬ 
less he divorces you. If he doesn’t— 
well, even you can appreciate that it would 
wreck him in a business way.” 
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“Neil, I will do anything you say. Tell 
you anything to get us out of this.” She 
clutched her hands hysterically. “It is 
terrible. I am nearly crazy. I see the 
ruin ahead, clearer even than you!" 

Then, with the light of fear burning in 
her eyes, her whole body rigidly tense, 
she told me her story. 

She had determined to gain a place in 
the motion-picture world, despite her hus¬ 
band's threats, for she was confident he 
would change his mind once she obtained 
a professional engagement. Pretending she 
was going South, she had rented a flat 
in the Village. The letters from Miami, 
which she had penned well in advance to 
further her scheme, had been sent to a 
friend with instructions as to how they 
were to be mailed. 

A MONG the extras at the motion- 
■ picture studio in New Jersey, she had 
met Harold Arlington. They had taken 
a mutual liking to each other. They 
sought work together by day, and rode 
and talked of their ambitions in the eve¬ 
ning. She had informed him that she was 
wealthy and willing to spend considerable 
money to obtain a foothold in scrcenland, 
but had not disclosed her real identity. 
Later he had introduced her to a man 
whom she had known only as A. Benja¬ 
min. He had represented himself as an 
agent for a Hollywood concern sent East 
to hire talent. He was loud in his praise 
of the personal appearances of both her¬ 
self and Arlington, and also of some 
scenes they staged for him in her rooms. 

At Benjamin’s suggestion she and her 
companion had accompanied him to a 
small photograph shop. She had not noted 
its location in her excitement. There they 
posed for several “stills.” These were to 
be sent to Hollywood, and, if approved, 
she and Arlington were to be given con¬ 
tracts. She had given Benjamin one 
hundred dollars as an advance on his fee 
as agent, then returned home. She ended 
by insisting that she had not disclosed her 
identity to Benjamin. His letters to her 
were to be addressed to a New York 
Post-Office box, which she had rented 
under the name of Estelle Diamond. 

I asked how she learned that Ros had 
been approached for hush-money. Her 
reply was that Benjamin had called her 
up on the telephone, told her that he had 
given her husband one of the stills and 
demanded five hundred thousand dollars as 
the price of the negatives. Benjamin also 
advised her, if she desired to avoid 
publicity which would ruin her, to make 
Gordon pay. 

Asked where Arlington was, she said 
that, so far as she knew, he still was in 
New Jersey. She had not communicated 
with him since the phone call from Benja¬ 
min, fearing he might be a confederate 
of the blackmailer. 

I questioned her no more. But, after 
obtaining her solemn pledge to talk of 
the case to no one, I directed that she 
go to the home of a friend, with whom I 
knew she was on intimate terms, and re¬ 
main there until she heard from me. I 
also made her promise to go alone, and 
to keep her whereabouts secret from 
everyone, including her maid. 

I purposely refrained from asking any¬ 
thing about the latter. She might repeat 
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my queries. And for the present I did 
not desire that Jennie should suspect she 
possessed the slightest interest for me. 

On the face of things, it appeared that 
Ann had unbosomed herself fully. Her 
grief had seemed genuine. Still, I appre¬ 
ciated the fox in her nature. Until I had 
checked up her statements, I would keep 
my fingers crossed, and watch. 

Walking around the corner, a move 
made for the benefit of any who might 
be watching from the Gordon home, I 
doubled back and concealed myself so that 
I could command a view of its entrance. 

W ITHIN half an hour, Ann came from 
her home and began walking west¬ 
ward. The fact that she had not used one 
of her numerous automobiles was suspici¬ 
ous, so I took up the trail. Reaching a 
not distant business neighborhood, she en¬ 
tered a telegraph office. Mine then became 
a ticklish job, but chancing discovery, I 
watched her from around the corner of 
a window. Ann, however, was interested 
only in her own affairs. With nervous 
haste she plunged a pen into the ink and 
wrote across a blank, used a blotter, then 
paused—apparently studying for words. 
But the wait was brief. She completed 
her message, read it several times, turned 
it in at the desk, then hastened away. 

Immediately I was inside. No use 
wasting time trying to bribe anyone to 
see Ann’s message, for there was the 
blotter. I carried it to the window. Luck 
surely was with me; it was almost new. 
In reverse I read plainly: “ington, General 
Delivery, Chicago.” Clearly the "ington” 
meant Arlington. Beneath my breath I 
swore because she had not blotted the 
message. However, I had what I had 
come after. Ann had lied. Her frenzy of 
tears had been staged. She knew that the 
youth pictured with her had gone to 
Chicago. Learning that I was working on 
the case, she had hastened to warn him. 
But—of what? Only time would answer 
that, though I feared I knew the reply. 
Poor Ros! 

If she had lied about one thing, why 
not about others? Probably she had dis¬ 
closed her identity to both Arlington and 
Benjamin. And it was not unlikely that 
the two were confederates. 

C ALLING a taxi, I made for my office. 

Clearly I could get nothing more from 
Ann then. She was too anxious to keep 
secret something deeper than her motion- 
picture escapade. I might obtain some¬ 
thing additional by trailing the maid, but 
that was problematical. The Chicago lead 
appeared the best I had uncovered. It was 
a long shot, but surely worth a try. Be¬ 
sides, I felt certain my advertisement 
would keep Benjamin sidetracked for a 
few days, long enough to make a hurried 
trip West, anyway, to find Arlington. He 
undoubtedly was one of the schemers, and 
I did have his picture, which would aid 
materially in finding him, if he had a 
record. 

As I entered the office my secretary 
informed me that Kenyon of the Chronicle, 
had phoned shortly before. I got him on 
the wire at once. A posted clerk in an 
up-town branch had telephoned in an ad¬ 
vertisement reading: "A. B. Remove 
goods at once, Chicago.” A woman with 


a mass of reddish hair had paid for its 
insertion. That was all he knew. 

But to me it was a volume of informa¬ 
tion. Ann’s maid! As I had half-guessed, 
she was in league with the blackmailers. 
Ros’s disappearance, my coming with a 
confidential message from him, Ann’s sud¬ 
den decision to go alone to the home of 
friends, had alarmed her. She had placed 
the advertisement in the Chronicle to warn 
Benjamin. “Remove goods” meant he was 
to hasten to Chicago with the negatives. 
Doubtless he would join Arlington there. 

Within an hour I was on my way to 
the Windy City. 

W HEN I showed the blackmail photo¬ 
graph to Magee, my Chicago opera¬ 
tive, his brows went up. Did he know 
the man? Rather! It was Billy Arnold, 
the only son of one of the city’s wealthiest 
and most respected families. Though not 
vicious, Billy had been wild, defying parental 
control. He had been in numerous scrapes, 
and was expelled from the University. A 
year previous he had disappeared. Prob¬ 
ably his parents knew his whereabouts, but 
no others. His friends thought he had 
gone somewhere to reform. Evidently 
their guess had been correct. He had re¬ 
turned a short time before, apparently 
thoroughly subdued. And he had been 
warmly welcomed at the family home and 
promptly given a position in his father’s 
bank. Also, he appeared to have won back 
the favor of the young lady who, because 
of his wild-oat sowing, had broken their 
engagement before he went away. 

In jig-time I explained my errand: 
that I must talk with young Arnold at 
once. I left the arrangements to Magee. 

That evening, in a private room of one 
of the most exclusive lake-front clubs, I 
met the young man. My first impression 
was good. His grip was firm. His whole 
appearance was upstanding and manly. 
Only a certain glint in his eyes and a 
hard set to his lips indicated he had lived 
and learned. But he made no effort to 
conceal his anxiety to know what my 
agent had meant, when arranging the 
meeting, by stating that only a personal 
conference with me could prevent serious 
harm coming to several persons. I deter¬ 
mined to risk snap judgment. I placed 
my cards on the table, told him everything 
my investigations had disclosed. He sat 
throughout without questioning. Only the 
repeated changes from flushed features to 
deathly paleness betrayed the emotions I 
was stirring. 

A FTER I had concluded, he sat long 
. with downcast eyes, thinking deeply. 
Then: “Mr. Jennings, some of the things 
you have said I know to be true. Others 
are all new to me. I am absolutely inno¬ 
cent of any direct connection with this 
blackmail scheme. I am going to tell you 
the absolute truth, and I hope you will 
believe me. Then I am going to help 
you, for I am making a real fight to come 
back—for the sake of two women, my 
mother and sweetheart—and to be mixed 
up in such a case now probably would 
damn me for all time. 

"To-night is the first I ever knew the 
real name of Estelle Diamond. I met her 
on the movie lot in New Jersey. She 
seemed to have lots of money, and invited 
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me around with her—and we became pals. 

I suspected she was married, but I didn’t 
care anything about her. Neither of us 
possessed talent for the movies, but she 
talked of forming her own company and 
said I should be a star with her. I had 
queered myself with my own people; 
couldn’t get funds from them. It looked 
like a good chance to get into the game 
right and show everybody I was some 
good. I grabbed at the offer. 

“One day, in my hotel lobby, I met this 
fellow Benjamin. We struck up an 
acquaintance, and took dinner together. I 
informed him I was in the movies. To 
my surprise he replied that he was an 
agent for one of the big Hollywood com¬ 
panies, sent East to procure new talent. 
It looked like an opportunity for Estelle 
and myself. Like a fool I told him about 
her. He professed great interest, and I 
introduced them. He must have known 
who she was, and used me to get to her. 

“’T'HE day after those stills were taken 

1 something happened which changed 
everything for me. Alone with Estelle, 
she told me she was married, unhappily, 
and possessed a great deal of money in 
her own right, but she never told me who 
she really was. She said that I had made 
her love me. And, if we won places with 
the Western company, through Benjamin, 
she would divorce her husband and we 
could be married and follow our careers 
together. 

“I don’t recollect how I wriggled out 
of that situation. But I’d been through 
sufficient trouble not to get mixed up 
seriously with a married woman. I in¬ 
vented an excuse to return here, which I 
foolishly had told her was my home. And 
the only way I could prevent her accom¬ 
panying me was to promise to correspond 
through the general delivery. Her tele¬ 
gram telling me not to write again, to 
destroy all her letters and, if questioned, 
to deny I knew her, was the surprise of 
my life. But I didn’t question it. I was 
glad to believe that our paths had diverged 
forever. That's all. You say Benjamin is 
in Chicago. What do you purpose doing?’’ 

“Locate him immediately, if possible.” 
And locate him I did. The morning 
following I took Billy to Police Head¬ 
quarters, where, guided by an old friend. 
Inspector Reynolds, we looked over the 
Rogues’ Gallery. Within half an hour the 
youth had identified a picture as that of 
Benjamin. But the records gave it as 
that of “Solitaire” Abe Coburn, a notori¬ 
ous swindler, wire-tapper and blackmailer. 

From Reynolds we learned additional 
facts. Coburn lived alone at a certain 
address in Lakewood, a suburb. The police 
knew this, because it was their business 
to watch a man as dangerous as he. And 
he had been watched, but had done noth¬ 
ing suspicious. And, as far as they knew, 
he had not left Chicago. 

C OBURN made it a practice to “work” 
on socially prominent women, and 
generally managed it through other women 
who knew his victims. He never took a 
man into his confidence. Doubtless in 
this case he had used Ann’s maid to fur¬ 
ther his schemes. I was positive from her 
message to him, that she was guilty. And 
Billy Arnold had been merely a tool. 



“What would 1 do 


if 1 lost my job?” 

S UPPOSE your employer notified fou to-morrow 
that he didn’t need you any longer? Hava 
you any idea where you could get another 
position? 

Don't have this spectre of unemployment hanging 
over your head forever. Train youraelf to do some 
one thing so well that your services will be in de¬ 
mand. Employers don't discharge such men. They 
promote them I 

Decide to-day that you are going to get the spe¬ 
cialized training you must have if you are ever 
going to get —and keep—a real job at a real salary. 
It is easy if you really try. 

Right at home, in thn odds and ends of spare time 
that now go to waste, you can prepare lor the 
position you want in the work you like best. For 
the International Correspondence Schools will traio 
you just as they are training thousands oi other 
men — no matter where you live — no matter what 
your circumstances. 

At least find out how, by marking and mailing 
the coupon printed below. There’s no cost or 
obligation, ond it takes only a moment of your time, 
but it may be the meant oi changing your whole life. 

_ MqiljheCoupon To-day!_ __ _ 

"international correspondence schools 

Box 3172, Scranton, Penna. 


part, i 

_ _ in the subject be/era 

which 1 have marked an 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 

Business Management □ Salesmanship 

Industrial Management Q Advertising 

Personnel Organization 
Traffic Management 
Business Law 
Banking and Banking Law 
Accountancy (including C.P.A.) 

Nicholson Cost Accounting 
Bookkeeping 
Private Secretary 
Spanish □ French 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 

Architect . 

Architects* Blue Prints 
Contractor and Builder 


Better Letter* 

Show Card Lettering 
Stenography and Typing 
Business English 
Civil Service 
Railway Mall Clerk 
Common School Subjects 
High School Subject* 
Illustrating 


Electrical Engineering 
Electric Lighting 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Gaa Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 
Metallurgy □ Mining 
Steam Engineering □ Radio 


Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry □ Pbarmaw 
Automobile Work 
Airplane Engines 
Agriculture and Poultry 


Name- 

Street 


City. 




1‘mone reeiding in Canada should tend tkie coupon ta tha 
International Correepondencu School* Canadian. Limited. 
Montreal, Canada 


PEAFNESS IS MISERY 

I know because pwat Deal an f had Hend Noise* 
for over 30 years. My invisible Antiseptic Ear 
Drums restored my hearing and a topped Head Noiaes. 
and will do it for you. They are Tiny Megaphonea. 
Cannot be teen when seorn. Effective when Deafness 
it caused by Catarrh or by Perforated, Partially or 
Wholly Destroyed Natural Drums. Easy to put in. 
easy to uke out. Are "Unseen Comforts. ' In¬ 
expensive. Write for Booklet and my aworn 
0tatement of how 1 recovered my bearing. 

A. O. LEONARD w 

Suite 75. 70 5th Avenue - - New"York City 



Your Skin Can Be Quickly Cleared of Pimples. Blackheads, 
Acne Eruptions on the face or body. Barbers Itch. 
Eczema. Enlarged Pores and Oily or Shiny Skin, 
wrxitrts inin Write today for my FRCK BOOKLET, 

“A Clkak-Tonb Skin."— telling how 1 
5 KM H cured myself after being afflicted 16 year*. 


E.S. GIVEN St 307 Chemical Bid*., Kansas City, Mo. 
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DIAMONDS 

I WATCHES JEWELRY 

IQ MONTHS 
k 1C, TO PAY- 


S195 A CARAT 

Decide what size diamond 
you want and figure price 
at this rate. Pay small de¬ 
posit. balance in 12 equal 
monthly payments. Retail 
value over $300 per carat. 

NO RED TAPE 

All credit dealings confi¬ 
dential. You get quick de¬ 
livery. the best of service. 

FREE TRIAL 

If you return your pur¬ 
chase within 10 days wo 
will return your deposit. 
You take no risk. 

LOWEST PRICES 
EASIEST TERMS 

Try as hard as you please, 
you can not buy elsewhere 
and get as good value for 
$our money. The terms 
are so easy that you will 
never miss the money. 

MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE 

You get our gold bond 
written guarantee that 
I your money will be re¬ 
turned if not satisfied. 

\S% EXCHANGE 

We will give 8% more for 
a diamond than you paid 
for it, when exchanged 
for a larger diamond. 

SEND NO MONEY 

Just mail coupon and we 
will send ring to your bank 
or express office for in¬ 
spection. See what you 
| are getting before paying. 

WRITE FOR BIG 
__ FREE CATALOG 

answere Uifs s'dvcrtTiie^ I bring, our jewelry .tow 
nwnt will receive a val- lnto V° ur home. A large 
Dnble premium as a free stock for you to select 
Rift in addition to ring. I from. Mail the coupon. 

BUY DIRECT FROM DIAMOND IMPORTERS 

STERLINGwvKCO 

(Diamond Importoro-S 1,000.000 •teok-Ksl. 1«7t) 
63 PARK ROW. Dept. 1953 NEW YORK 


FREE 




STERLING DIAMOND & WATCH CO.. Inc. 

63 Park Row Dept. 1953 New York 

n Please send No.to me on free trial. I agree 

to pay for it according to your terms. (Deposit can 
be sent with order if you prefer.) 


True D etectiv e Mysteries 

Upon leaving Headquarters, Billy offered 
to drive me to Coburn's that night. He 
thought his knowing Coburn would force 
him to surrender the negatives. Our 
meeting-place was to be the information 
desk at a near-by hotel, at eight o’clock 
sharp. 

Promptly at eight I was at the ap¬ 
pointed place. But Billy was not there. 
He had waited until a few minutes before, 
the clerk said, then departed, leaving a 
note for me. With anxious fingers I 
ripped the envelope. What I read sent 
me chill with fear. 

“Dear Mr Jennings: 

“I have been thinking this matter 
over carefully since leaving you. A 
dirty crook has used me to trap a 
woman. I was all wrong to get mixed 
up with her. I was stupid to blab my 
business to anyone. The fault for 
everything appears entirely mine. 
Therefore, it is up to me to get those 
negatives. And I am going to get 
them if I have to strangle Coburn 
to make good. If you care to follow, 
one of my cars is outside the hotel 
with Kelly, the family chauffeur. He 
knows the address. Anyway, it will be 
all over when you arrive. I am 
armed. 

“Yours, 

“Billy A.” 

A RMED! The words seemed a mock- 
ery. What earthly chance had that 
boy against a desperado like Solitaire 
Abe? Quixotic fool! In seconds I had 
located Kelly. He had orders to follow 
young Arnold if I gave the word. 

“Listen, man,’’ I said sharply. “This is 
a matter of life or death. Billy has gone 
on a crazy errand. Unless we overtake 
him before he reaches the house he’ll be 
dead before we arrive. Now go to it, and 
drive like hell!’’ 

And that's about the way we made it, 
once we got beyond the center of the city. 
Even a sudden shower which made the 
macadam like glass, failed to check our 
speed. Not a word was spoken. 

How’ long we drove I do not know. Not 
a great while, surely. Suddenly the car 
began to slow down, then came to a 
pause at the roadside. Near by stood 
another motor humming drowsily, its en¬ 
gine throttled way down. 

"1 hat’s Master Billy’s car and there’s 
the house,” came hoarsely from the chauf¬ 
feur as we leaped from our machine. 
Keeping to the sod we reached the house 
on the jump. Light came from a window 
on the porch. The shades were up. I 
crawled up on the porch and peered in 
the window. 

In the room beyond were Billy and a 
man, obviously the blackmailer. 

As I watched, the youth hurled himself 
upon his adversary, bearing him to the 
floor beneath him. Clenched, they rolled 
over and over, kicking, punching, clawing. 
Then, with a supreme effort, Coburn 
hurled his opponent from him. leaped to 
his feet. Billy was up instantly, but as 
he set himself for a dash, the blackmailer 
drew his gun and fired. 

THE youth staggered, threw up a hand. 

* then dropped. He had been hit in the 
shoulder. Whirling, Coburn tore open the 


drawer of a desk, yanked out a flat tin 
box, then fled from the room. He was 
making for a get-away. Shouting to 
Kelly to break in and look after Billy 
until my return, I tore around the house, 
my revolver in hand. 

But I was just too late. Coburn made 
a flying leap down the front steps, then 
headed for a machine which stood near 
the gate. I fired twice, but missed^ 
Swinging about, I headed for the car we 
had left. I was only seconds behind in 
taking up the chase. But both autos were 
speedy. We swept over miles of water- 
soaked roadway before I was certain I 
was gaining. My machine careened, but 
obeyed the wheel as though I clutched it 
with fingers of steel. 

Suddenly the car bounded high over a 
run, skidded, then leaped from the road 
with a grinding crash. I swung to avoid 
it, then hastened back to the place of 
the accident. 

It was as I had guessed. Coburn’s car 
had crashed into a tree and turned turtle. 
From radiator to steering-wheel it was 
a mass of wreckage. Beyond it, but 
thrown clear, was the body of the black¬ 
mailer, his head jammed against a pile of 
rocks, a leg doubled under him. My first 
swift inventory indicated what fuller in¬ 
vestigation proved. He was dead. 

For a moment I hesitated, but circum¬ 
stances compelled me to play ghoul for 
once. Seaching his clothing. I recovered 
the tin box. Opening it in the light of 
my lamps I examined the bits of glass. 
There was little question concerning them. 
More than one piece showed outlines of 
two figures which I recognized as similar 
to those of the blackmail print. 

I LEFT Coburn where he lay, and with- 
1 out regrets. At the house I found Billy 
suffering only from a flesh wound. It 
was just luck he hadn't been killed 1 I 
showed him the smashed negatives, and 
together we made their identification cer¬ 
tain. Then we returned to the city in his 
car, leaving the house undisturbed for 
those who might find the dead black¬ 
mailer’s body. 

The day following I returned East, bear¬ 
ing the proof of my success to Ros. Dur¬ 
ing the journey I fought a hard battle 
with myself, questioning how much I 
should tell him. Finally I determined I 
would not betray Ann. She was a shallow, 
selfish woman, and always would be. But 
Ros loved her, with the passion of an 
elderly man for a young and beautiful 
woman. Exposing her would result only 
in general unhappiness. 

Ros, of course, would require some 
explanation of the photograph. I decided 
Ann’s ability to act would aid me in con¬ 
vincing him that in this case, the camera 
had liedl I would make her admit her 
attempt to break into motion-pictures, but 
insist the stills were taken merely as a 
matter of business, and she knew but 
slightly the man who posed with her. In 
backing her assertion and stating that the 
blackmailer had stolen the negatives, I 
was certain I could disarm my friend of 
all suspicion against his wife. But I 
would impress upon Ann that I knew the 
entire truth and would tell it to her hus¬ 
band if she again got herself or him into 
trouble. 
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CULTURE CULTURE CULTURE CULTURE CULTURE 



Will you be one of the 
800,000 who will die this 
year of preventable disease? 


0 



I* the hundreds of thousands who die from respiratory diseases, 
bronchitis, pneumonia, kidney diseases, tuberculosis, influenza 
ami intestinal disorders, a large pro|>ortion would not have died 
if they had been able to recognize early symptoms and hail known 
how to treat themselves. 

Nature always warns of impending sickness. The occasional 
headache, that tired, exhausted feeling, loss of appetite, a casual cold 
and other slight disarrangements are Nature’s warnings to you that 
your body isn’t functioning properly or that you are not living and 
eating correctly. 

\ ou can rule your health just as surely as you can rule your actions. 
If you are not enjoying perfect health today'it is because you haven’t 
employed the method provided by Nature to keep you well. If you 
don’t know what her requirements are, you are sure to blunder into 
some kind of sickness—perhaps fatal disease. 


ENCYCLOPEDIA of PHYSICAL CULTURE 

New 6‘2? Edition^Completely Revised 



E VERY year more than ten thousand 
people die of bronchitis, sixty-four 
thousand die of pneumonia, seventy- 
five thousand die of kidney trouble, 
fifty thousand die of respiratory disease, one 
mi ndred and >i\ thousand die of tuber- 
•nfulosis, approximately eighty-five thousand 
die of influenza, and more than ten thou¬ 
sand die of intestinal trouble. 

Barring accidents and suicides, only a 
small percentage of these thousands should 
die. 

It is a fact that only about one person 
out of three enjoys good health. And those 
who are physically a little "off" right now 
wiU^jaore than likely be the ones to suc¬ 
cumb to preventable diseases this year. 
And they are the ones who should not die. 

Nature is constantly warning you of 
impending sickness. Seemingly trivial 
symptoms tell of serious troubles taking 
root in your body. And yet, ninety-nine 
people out of every hundred will absolutely 
ignore these danger signals. As long as they 
are not flat on their backs, they will fool 
themselves into believing that they are all 
right. 

Nature is merciless. If you do not under¬ 
stand her laws and her methods of prevent¬ 
ing and curing sickness, you suffer. She 
knows no excuses — she accepts no apologies. 

The Average Person Pays 
—-'Thousands of Dollars 
in Doctor’s Bills 

Those- who do not know Nature’s methods 
of preventing and curing sickness are- 
ill an average of 2lH days each year. 
In fact, it is estimated that the average- 
person in a lifetime spends $4,1(H) on 
doctor and hospital bills, loss of time 
from business, medicine and other expenses 
due to illness. Thousands of people are 
living half-powered lives because they are 
ignorant of the laws of Nature. Many of 
these people will fill an early grave, when 
they might easily have lived to enjoy a 
ripe old age. 

What would it be worth to you to be 
able to instantly identify in its earliest 
stages any sickness or disease that might 


overtake you or any member of your family? 
To enjoy perfect health, almost complete 
freedom from sickness, doctor and hospital 
bills, and no days of suffering and worry, or 
salary lost through sickness? 


How to— 

possess exhilarating health every day 
in the year 
know your own body 
eat for health 
diet for the cure of disease 
know the art of food preparation 
build a powerful physique 
correct physical imperfections 
become a physical director 
avoid unhappy marriages 
avoid disease 

fast as a curative measure 
cure by hydropathy (heal by the 
use of water) 

apply all methods of drugless healing 
give Hrst aid in emergencies 
apply home treatment for disease 
recognize diseases by manifestations 
build nervous energy 
treat the common forms of disease 
understand the process of reproduc¬ 
tion 

benefit by laws of sex an,i marriage 
treat diseases of women 
diagnose diseases 

have healthy and vigorous children 

treat female disorders 

treat male disorders 

obtain virility and manhood 

care for the complexion 

manicure; care for the hair and feet 

cultivate the mind 

These are only a few of the matters 
explained in the Encyclopedia. 
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and body building for adults, children and babies. 

It gives invaluable information on farting, dieting 
and exercise. A thorough and extensive treat¬ 
ment is given of the laws of sex. the attainment of 
virile manhood and womanhood, and happy, suc¬ 
cessful parenthood, together with details .for diag¬ 
nosis and treatment of all sexual diseases. Hand¬ 
somely illustrated charts on anatomy and physiol¬ 
ogy are scattered throughout the book. 

It is neither dull nor technical but is simple, 
comprehensive and complete in every sense. It is 
the crowning effort of liernarr Macfadden's rich, 
full experience in the science of health and physical 
culture. He has had more than thirty years' ex¬ 
perience in guiding thousands of physical wrecks to 
glorious health and vigor. Out of that experience 
he built his Encyclopedia of Physical Culture. 

Five big editions of this popular work have been 
exhausted. And now the sixth edition—greatest 
of all—has just come off the press. This edition 
has been completely revised at great expense. 
Scores of new illustrations have been inserted. The 
binding has been changed to a beautiful all Fab- 
rikoid. more durable than leather. Altogether it 
is the finest edition of the Encyclopedia ever issued. 

10 Days’ Free Examination of 
Entire Set — No Money Needed 

This is the most liberal offer we have ever made 
on the Encyclopedia—10 days’ examination of the 
entire set at no expense to you. 1 here is no money 
needed—no deposit to pay. Just fill in the coupon 
and we will send the five volumes to you. all shipping 
charges prepaid, for your inspection. 

Take ten days to examine the set. Then if you 
decide to purchase send us only $2.00 as your first 
payment. Additional payments may be made at the 
rate of only $.1.00 a month until the total cost of 
$35.00 has been paid. 

If you care to pay cash you may do so by sending 
us only $31.50. This represents a 10% discount. 

If you purchase the set we will include with it a 
full year's subscription to PHYSICAL CULTURE 
whether the cash or the deferred payment plan is 
chosen. If already a subscriber your subscription 
will be extended a year. 

Remember, no money now, and no obligation to 
purchase. You simply agree to return the books at 
the end of ten days in case you decide not to 
keep them. 


The Encyclopedia of 
Physical Culture 


This marvelous 5-volume work j 
gives you the information you I 

need to build up rugged strength, I Name. 

health and vitality. It is for • 

I Occupation 

I 


MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, INC. 

| Dept. T.D. 7 , Macfadden Building, 

| 1926, Broadway, New York City 

j Send me for 10 days' inspection the five volumes of the Ency- 
| dopedia of Physical Culture. If I find the set satisfactory I 
j will either send $2.00 in ten days and $3.00 a month until $35.00 
J has been paid, or $31.50 cash. If 1 decide not to keep the books 
I will return them in 10 days postpaid. 

Foreign orders—cosh in advance 


vjtahty. 

every member of the family—it 
covers every phase of strength 


Examine the Entire Set for lO Days FREE / 
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One big rug—full 9 ft. x 12 ft. size. Genuine Gold Seal Congoleum—no sec- 

onds. Three small rugs to match, identical in every way. One dollar with the coupon 
brings all four rugs, immediately, to anyone, anywhere. 30 days’ free trial. Money back, if desired. 
Instead of one rug, get four rugs for less than the regular advertised cash price of one. Pay almost as you 
please—taking about a year’s time. Ours is the only house in America that can make you such an offer. 
To get the three rugs free —four rugs for less than the price of one—you must use the coupon at 

once. This special offer does not appear even in our own cats- 

Oriental DesI 


log. Adollar with the coupon is enough— then take year to pay, 

Don’t Scrub Your Life Away 
Try These Four Rugs One Month Free 

There's no meaner or harder work than scrubbing floors. 

Congoleum ends this sort of drudgery. Thisbeautifu! pattern will brighten 
any room. A damp mop keeps it clean and fresh looking. It is the modem 
floor covering that’s known and used by good housekeepers everywhere. 
Guaranteed Wear. The Gold Seal protects you against 
dissatisfaction and gives you an unconditional Money Back Guarantee. 
You will never be allowed to be dissatisfied. 

Water Proof. Nothing in its material or manufacture that 

can rot. The surface is hard, smooth, and wear-resisting. Does not 
stain. Not marred or hurt by spilling of hot liquids. 

Lies Flat from the very first moment, Without fastening. 

Never curls up at edges or comers. No need to tack or fasten down. 
Dirt cannot accumulate underneath. 

No Saams. Made all in one piece. No fitting or piecing 
together. No bother or trouble of any k ind. All four rugs come in one 
neat package, ready to put down in a jiffy. 

Less Work. Dirt, ashes, grit, dust or mud cannot grind 

into these beautiful rugs. The lovely colorings easily kept bright, clean 

and beautiful. 

No Expense. No laborious beating, no sending to cleaners. 
Absolutely sanitary. The trail of muddy boots and tracked in dirt dis¬ 
appears like magic with the least possible effort. 

Regular Advertised Price of These Foor Rags Everywhere Is flS.SO. 
Save $1.86 - and Pay Little by Little. 

lPtesel. Mau.ltern (a 

wm 1419 Thirty-Fifth Street, Chicago mmi 


-Taupe Background 


ign 

New Congoleum Pattern No. 548 

It isatrue Oriental design. No wordscan convey its beau¬ 
ty. Even the picture is far from being as beautiful aathe rug itself. 
The background is a dark taupe—the most popular 
color in floor covering today. This taupe ground is brought out 
in a water silk effect. The border has a blue ground. The figures 
of the center pattern and border harmonize perfectly. The blend¬ 
ing of the various shades of brown, blue, ecru, and tan, is superb. 

$1.00 Now—then $1.50 monthly. 

No. H4C-548. One » x 12 ft. Rua with three 18 x 3« $1 795 
inch ruga, price for ell four ..... A f ““ 


Our Free Catalog 


of 10,000 other furniture 
bargains is now ready. We 
sell everything on credit. You are welcome to a free copy of this big 
book. Ask for it early. A postal card brings it to you free. Or simply 
put a cross in the square printed on the coupon below. 


Pin a Dollar to Coupon Below 


Spiegel, May, Stern Co., 1419 W. 35th St., Chicago, 111. 

Art Ruga 


I enclose SI for the 4 Cold Seal 
pattern No. 648 on 80 days 1 free trial, 
also all t ran* port nt ion 
gam price of S17.SS, 


Name . 

Street. R. F. D. 
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1 return them, you are to refund my 11. 
Otherwise I will pay Sl.SO monthly, until special bar- 


Skipping / |( Y>uW |. h aFree Copy mi our nig Cate teg el 10.000 i—| 
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